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AN of your character can no more 
prevent a dedication, than he would 
encourage one; for merit, like a virgin's 


o 


Y abours moſt to be concealed. 

It is hard, that to think well of you, 

mould be but juſtice, and to tell you ſo, 

E be an offence: thus rather than 
ate your modeſty, I muſt be wanting 

0 your other virtues; and to gratify one 


I bhe world generally meaſures our 
eſteem by the ardour of our pretences; 
and will ſcarce believe that ſo much zeal 
In the heart, can be conſiſtent with ſo 
much faintneſs in the expreſſion ; but 
| wp they reflect on your readineſs to 
£0 good, and your . to hide ĩt; 


AS 


ANTHONY HENLEY, Eso; 


4$ luſhes, is {till moſt diſcovered, when it 


Food quality, do! wrong to a thouſand. 


l 


YZ — 
- — — — — — —— — — 
ay 


L 
| 


iv DEDICATION. 


on your paſſion to oblige, and your 
pain to hear it own'd; they will con- 


clude that acknowledgments would be 
ungrateful to a perſon, who even ſeems 


to receive the obligations he confers. 
But though I ſhould perſwade my- 
ſelf to be filent upon all occaſions ; 
thoſe more polite arts, which, till of | 
late, havelanguiſhedand decayed, would 
appear under their preſent advanta- | 
ges, and own you for one of their ge- 
nerous reſtorers; inſomuch, that ſculp- 


5 I 


ture now breathes, painting ſpeaks, mu- 


ſic raviſhes; and as you help to refine 


our taſte, you diſtinguiſh your own. 
Your approbation of this poem, is the 
only exception tothe opinion the world 


has of your judgment, that ought to re- 
liſh nothing ſo much as what you write 


yourſelf: but you are reſolved to forget 
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Jo be a critic, by remembring you are a 
Friend. to ſay more, would be uneaſy 
o you; and to ſay leſs, would be unjuſt 
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Your humble ſervant. 


| THE 
PREFACE 


| INCE this following poem in a manner ſtole into the 

world, I cou'd not be ſurpris'd to find it uncorrect: tho? 
| I can no more ſay I was a ſtranger to its coming abroad, than 
| that I approved of the publiſher's precipitation in doing it : 
for a hurry in the execution, generally produces a leiſure in : 
| reflexion ; ſo when we run the faſteſt, we ſtumble the oftneſt. TH 


however, the errors of the printer have not been greater 43 
than the candor of the reader: and if I could but ſay the ſame A 
of the defects of the author, he would need no juſtification a- 
gainſt the cavils of ſome furious critics, who, I am ſure, 
would have been better pleaſed if they had met with more 
| faults. 

f Their grand objection is, that the fury Diſeaſe is an im- 
1 proper machine to recite characters, and recommend the ex- 
ample of preſent writers: but though I had the authority of 
ſome Greek and Latin poets, upon parallel inſtances, to juſ- 
tify the deſign; yet that I might not introduce any thing 
that ſeemed inconſiſtent, or hard, I ſtarted this objection my- —4 
ſelf, to a gentleman, very remarkable in this ſort of criticiſm, vI 
: who would by no means allow that the contrivance was for. 
: ced, or the conduct incongruous. 3s 
Diſeaſe is repreſented a fury as well as envy : ſhe is imagi- 
ned to be forced by an incantation from her receſs ; and to be » 
revenged on the exoreiſt, mortifies him with an introduction | 
of ſeveral perſons eminent in an accompliſhment he has made 

ſome advances in. 

Nor is the compliment leſs to any great genius mention- | 
ed there; ſince a very fiend, who naturally repines at any 7 
excellency, is forced to confeſs how happily they have all | 
ſucceeded. 
Their next objection is, that I have imitated the Lutrin 4 

of Monſieur Boileau. I muſt own I am proud of the imputa- 4 
tion; unleſs their quarrel be, that Ihave not done it enough: 3 


PREFACE. _ 3 


but he that will give himſelf the trouble of examining, will 
3 1 find I have copied him in nothing but in two or three lines ia 
che complaint of Moleſſe, Canto II. and in one in his firſt | 
Canto; the ſenſe of which line is entirely bis, and I could 
> WT with it were not the only good one in mine. 

2 I have ſpoke to the moſt material objeQtions I have heard 
of., and ſhall tell theſe gentlemen, that for every fault they 
pretend to find in this poem, I will undertake to ſhew them 
"= two. one of theſe curious perſons does me the honour to ſay, 
ve approves of the concluſion: of it; but I ſuppoſe it is upon 
no other reaſon, but becauſe it is the concluſton . however, I 
"=p ſhould not be much concerned not to be thought excellent ia 
an amuſement I have very little practiſed hitherto, nor per- 

® haps ever ſhall again. 

Reputation of this ſort is very hard to be got, and very 
= eaſy to be loſt ; its purſuit is painful. and its poſſeſſion unfruit- 
= ful; nor had I ever attempted any thing in this Kind, till find- 
ing the animoſities among the members of the college of phy- 
ſecians increaſing daily (notwithſtanding the frequent exhor- 

tations of our worthy preſident to the contrary) I was per · 
ſuaded to attempt ſomething of this nature, and to endeavour 
to rally ſome of our diſaffected members into a ſenſe of their 
duty, who have hitherto moſt obſtinately oppoſed all man- 
5 ner ofunion; and have continued ſo unreafonable refrac- 
7 A. that it was thought fit by the college, to reinforce the 
* obſervance of the ſtatutes by a bond, which ſome of them 
> would not comply with, tho? none of them had refuſed the 
N Pecremonyof the cuſtomary oath; like ſome that will truſt their 
wives with any body, but their money with none. I was for- 
ry to find there could be any conſtitution that was not to be 
cured without poiſon, and that there ſhould be a proſpect of 
eſſedting it by a leſs grateful method than reaſon and perſuaſion. 

I de original of this difference has been of ſome ſtanding, 
Zthough i it did not break out to fury and exceſs, 'till the time, 

A of erecting the diſpenſary, being an apartment in the college 
« ſet up for the relief of the ſick poor, and managed ever ſince 
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with an integrity and diſintereſt, ſuitable to ſo charitable a 
delign. 


particulars of ſo pious a work, I refer him to a treatiſe, ſet 
forth by the authority of the preſident and cenſors, in the 
year 97. it is called, A ſbort account of the proceedings of the 
college of phyſicians, London, in relation to the ſick poor. the 
reader may there not only be informed of the riſe and pro- 
greſs of this ſo public an undertaking, but alſo of the con- 
currence and encouragement it met with from.the moſt, as 
well as the moſt ancient members of the ſociety, notwith- 
ſtanding the vigorous oppolition of a few men, who thought 
it their intereſt to defeat fo laudable a deſign. 

The intention of this preface is not to perſwade mankind 
to enter into our quarrels, but to vindicate the author from 
being cenſured of taking any indecent liberty with a faculty 
he has the honour to be a member of. if the ſatire may ap- 
pear directed at any particular perſon, it is at ſuch only as are 


preſumed to be engaged in diſhonourable confederacies for 


mean and mercenary ends, againſt the dignity oftheir own 
profeſſion. but if there be no ituch, then theſe characters are 
but imaginary, and by conſequence ought to give no body of- 
fence, 


happened in the Diſpenſary, betwixt a member of the col- 
lege with his retinue, and ſome of the ſervants that attended 


there to diſpenſe the medicines; and is ſo far real, though the 
poetical relation be fictitious. I hope no body will think the 
author too undecently reflecting through the whole, who be- 
ing too liable to faults himſelf, ought to be leſs ſevere upon the 
miſcarriages of others. there is a character in this trivial per- 
formance, which the town, I find, applies to a particular per- 
ſon: it is a reflection which I ſhould be ſorry ſhould give 
offence ; being no more than what may be ſaid of any phy- 


ſician remarkable for much practice. the killing of numbers 
of patients is ſo trite a piece of raillery, that it ought not to 
make the leaſt impreſſion, either upon the reader, or the per- 


The deſcription of the battle is grounded upon a feud that d 


If any perſon would be more fully informed about the } : 
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2 fon it is Py to; being one that I think in my conſcience. 


I 


very able phyſician, as well as a gentleman of extraordi- 
3 nary learning. if Iam hard upon any one, it is my reader: 
eat ſome worthy gentlemen, as remarkable for their huma-- 
nity as their extraordinary parts, have taken care to make 
him amends for it, by prefixing ſomething of their own. 
I confeſs, thoſe ingenious gentlemen have done me a great 
honour; but while they deſign an imaginary panegyric upon 
we, they have made a real one upon themſelves; and by ſay- 
ing how much this ſmall performance exceeds ſome others, 
they convince the world how far it falls ſhort of theirs, 
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Gay ogy c——_—_— ror —— 
” 


. 0 *) | 
The copy of an inſtrument ſubſcribed by the preſident, 
' cenſor, moſt of the elects, ſenior fellows, candidates, &c. of 
the college nt ann in relation to the ſick Poor. 


HERE 4s the vn orders of the college of phyſicians, 
London, for' preſcribing medicines gratis to the poor 
fick of the cities of London and Weſtminſter, and parts adjacent, 
as alſo propoſals made by the faid rollege to the Lord Mayor, 
conri of Aldermen and common council of London in purſuance 
thereof, have bitherto beea ineffectual, for that no method hath 
been taten to furniſh the poor with medicines for their cure at low 
and reaſonable rates ; we therefore whoſe names are here un- 
derwritten, fellows and members of the ſaid college, being will- 
ing effetlually to promote ſo great a charity, by the counſel and 
good liking of the preſident and college declared in their comitia, 
hereby (to wit, each of us ſeverally and apart, and not the one 
for the other of us ) do oblige ourſelves to pay to Dr. Thomas Bur- 
well, fellow and eleft of the ſaid college, the ſum of ten pounds 
a pieceof lawful money of England, by ſuch proportions, and at 
ſuch times, as to the major part of the ſubſcribers here ſhall ſeem 
moſt convenient : which money, when received by the ſaid Dr. 
Thomas Burwell, is to be by bim expended in preparing and de- 
Irvering medicines to the poor at their intrinſic value, in ſuch 
manner, and at ſuch times, and by ſuch orders and directions, as 
by the major part of the ſubſcribers hereto ſhall in writing be 
bereafter appointed and directed for that purpoſe. in witneſs 


. whereof we have hereunto ſet our bands and ſeals this twenty» 


ſecond day of December, 16 96. 


Tho. Millington, Preſes. «Will. Dawes, Cenſor. 
Tho. Burwell, El:#. and Jo. Hutton. 


Cenſor. | Rob. Brady. 
Sam. Collins, Elef. Hans Sloane. 
Edw. Browne, Elet. Rich. Morton. 
Rich. Torleſs, Elef. and John Hawys, 

Cenſor. Ch. Harel. 

E w. Hulſe, Elect. Rich. Robinſon. 


Tdho, Gill, Cenſor, John Bateman, 


Walter Mills. 
2 Dan. Coxe. 11210 
Henry Sampſon. 
Thomas Gibſon, - 
charles Goodall. 
WEdm. King. 
5 Sam. Garth. 
| Parnh. Soame. 
EDcnton Nicholas. 
Joſeph Gaylard. 
XJ ohn Woollaſton, 
SStcph. Hunt. 
liver Horſeman. 
Nich. Morton, Jun. 
avid Hamilton. 
Nen. Morelli. 
alter Harris. 
{liam Briggs. 
. Colladon. 


(ai) 


an. 
P, Sylveltre. 
Ch. Morton. 


Martin Lifter. 


Io, Colbatch. 


Bernard Ser. 


Walter Charlton. 
Phineas Fowke. 
Tho. Alvery. 
Rob. Gray. 


John Wright. 


James Drake. 0 
Sam. Morris. 

John Woodward. 

Norris. 


. George Colebrook. 
Gideon Harvey. 


5 WThe deſign of printing the ſubſcribers names, is to lhew, 

t the late undertaking has the ſanction of a college act; 
4 | 2 that ĩt is not a project carried on by five or ſix members, 
| 1 $ thoſe that On. it would unjuſtly inſinuate. | 
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TO DR, G- TE, UPON THE DISPENSARY. 


H that ſome genius, whoſe poetic vein 

Like M---gue's cou'd a juſt piece ſuſtain, 
Wou'd ſearch the Grecian and the Latin ſtore, 
And thence preſent thee with the pureſt ore: 
In laſting numbers praiſe thy whole deſign, 
And manly beauty of each nervous line : 
Show how your pointed ſatire's ſterling wit, 
Does only knaves or formal blockheads hit; 
Who're gravely dull, infipidly ſerene, 
And carry all their wiſdom in their mien, 
Whom thus expos'd, thus ſtrip'd of their diſguiſe, 
None will again admire, moſt will deſpiſe. 
Show in what noble verſe Naſſau you ſing, 
How ſuch a poet's worthy ſuch a king. 
When $----r*s charming eloquence you praiſe, 
How loftily your tuneful voice you raiſe ! 
But my poor feeble muſe is as unfit 
To praiſe, as imitate what you have writ. 
Artiſts alone ſhou'd venture tocommend 
What Ds can't condemn, nor D----n mend: 
What muſt, writ with that fire and with that caſt, £ 
Ihe beaux, the ladies, and the criticks pleaſe, 4 
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(n) 
MY OPINION, OF HIS POEM. 


8x me not, friend, what I approve or blame; 
Perhaps I know not why I like, or ny; 

I can be pleas'd; and I dare own Iam. 

I read thee over with a lover's eye; 

Thou haſt no faults, or I no faults can ſpy ; 

Thou art all beauty, or all blindneſs I. 

Critics and aged beaux of fancy chaſte, 

Who ne'er had fire, or elſe whoſe fire is paſt, 

Muſt judge by rules what they want force to taſte, 

] wou'd a Poet, like a miſtreſs, try, 

Not by her hair, her hand, her noſe, her eye; 

But by ſome nameleſs pow'r, to give me joy. 

The nymph has G——n's, C——l's, C—-—'s charms» 

If with reſiſtlefs fires my ſoul ſhe warms, 

With balm upon her lips, and raptures in her arms. 

Such is thy genius, and ſuch art is thine, 

Some ſecret magic works in ev'ry line; 

We judge not but-we feel the pow'r divine. 

Where all is juſt, is beauteous, and is fair, 

Diſtinctions vaniſh of peculiar air. 

Loſt ii our pleaſure, we enjoy in you 

Lucretius, Horace, 8S— -d, M gue. 

And yet 'tis thought, ſome critics in this town, 

By rules to all, but to themſelves, unknown, 

Will damn thy verſe, and juſtify their own. 

Why, let them damn: were it not wondrous hard 

Facetious M and the city B—— 

So near allay'd in learning, wit, and ſkill, 

Shou'd not have leave to judge, as well as kill? 

Nay, let them write; let them their forces join, 

And hope the motly piece may rival thine. 

Safely deſpiſe their malice, and their toil, 

Which vulgar ears alone will reach, and will de file. 

Ee it thy gen'rous pride to pleaſe the beſt, 

Whoſe judgment, and whoſe friendſhip is a teſt, 


TO MY FRIEND THE AUTHOR, DESIRING - 


$ 


; 


3 


1 
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(nur 
wak ate H thy dad  chres be Join'd, 
Search thouyhtfut R e to 24 inmoſt nid: 
Unite, reſtore your arts, and ſave mankind. 
ilt all the buſy M==<—ls of the town 
vy our health, and pine away their ä.. 
hene'er thou would'ſt a tempting muſe engage, 
udicious W——h can beſt dire@ her rage. 
0 8 s, and to D—t tod ſubmit, 
And let their ſtamp immortalize thy wit. | | 
Conlenting Phoebus bows, if they approve, - 
And ranks thee with the foremoſt bards above: 

theſe of right the deathleG laurel lend. 

it my humble buſineſs to commend 
The faithful, honeſt mies Abr well - natur'd friend. 


CHR. tobiivores, 
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A | 
WO To MY FRIEND DR, rA, THE AUR 
| OF THE DISPENSARY. 

*X > 0 | x "_— ; N | 7 
1 Te praiſe your healing art would be in vain ; 0.4 

The health you give, prevents the poct's pen. 

Sufficiently confirm'd is your renown, 
And I but fill the-chorus of the town. 
That let me wave, and only now admire 
The dazzling rays of your voctie fire: 
Which its diffuſive yirtue does diſpenſe, 
In flowing verſe, and elevated ſcuſe. 


The town, which long has ſwallow d fooliſh verſe, 
Which poetaſters every where rehearſe ; 

1 Will mend their judgment now, reſine their taſte, 

Gb | And gather up th” applauſe they threw in waſte. 
The play-houſe ſhan't encourage falſe ſublime, 

| © Abortive thoughts, with decoratiop-rhyme, 


Ihe ſatire of vile ſcriblers ſhall appear 

4 5 On none, except upon themſelves, ſevere: 

* Ew ile yours contemns the gall of yulgar ſpite; 
1 And when you ſeem to ſmile the moſt, you bite. 


THO, CURE, 


* 
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to key FRIEND, UPON THE DISPENSARY. 


| A when the people of the n zone 3 

| Find the approach of the revolving fun, Wn 

| Pleas d and reviv'd, they ſee the new-born light, 7 

| | And dread no more eternity of night. * 

| Thus we, who lately, as of ſummer's heat; 

| Have felt a dearth of poetry and wit; 

| Once fear'd, Apollo wou'd return no more 

| From warmer climes to an ungrateful ſhore. 

1 But you, the fav'rite of the tuneful nine, 

Have made the god in his full luſtre ſhine; 

| Our night have chang'd into a glorious day ; 

And reach'd perfection in your firſt eſſay : 

So the young eagle that his force would try, 

Faces the ſun, and tow*rs It to the ſky. 
Others proceed toart by ſlow degrees, 

Aukward at firſt, at length they faintly pleaſe. ij 

And ſtill whate'er their firſt efforts produce, 'Y 

Tis an abortive, or an infant muſe. 4 

Whilſt yours, like Pallas, from the head of Jove, = 

Steps out full grown, with nobleſt pace to move. Sy 

What antient poets to their ſubjects owe, 

Is here inverted, and this owes to you: 

You found it little, but have made it great, 


H. BrovNT. 


They could deſcribe, but you alone create. 3 3 
Now let your muſe riſe with expanded wings, "4 

To ing the fate of empires and of kings; "= 
Great William's victories ſhe'll next rehearſe, 4 4 
And raiſe a trophy of immortal verſe: »þ 
Thus to your art proportion the deſign, _. Ki. - 
And mighty things with mighty numbers join, 5 4 * 

A ſecond Namure, or a future Boyne, "+18 


THE 
"DISPENSARY. 


CANTO I. 


Peak, Goddeſs ! ſince tis thou that beſt canſt tell, 
How antient leagues to modern diſcord fell; 
And why phyſicians were ſo cautious grown 

of others lives, and laviſh of their own; 

4 How by a journey to the Elyſian plain 

peace triumph'd, and old time return'd again. 
LVNVot far from that moſt celebrated place, 

u Where angry juſtice ſhews her awful face; by 
| Where little villains muſt ſubmit to fate, 

That great ones may enjoy the world in ſtate; 

There ſtands a 2 dome, majeſtic to the dh, 

And ſumptuous arches bear its oval height; 

EA golden globe plac'd high with artful ſkill, 

* Ferne, to the diſtant fight, a gilded pill: 
This pile was, by the pious patron's aim, 

| Rais d for a uſe as noble as its frame; 

9 Nor did the learn'd ſociety decline 

1 The propagation of that great deſign; 

In all her mazes, nature's face they view d, 

And as ſhe diſappear'd, 3 their ſearch purſu'd, 


1 Old Baily. 2 College of phyſicians. | 
3 — they ſtill purſu'd. ; 
They find her dubious now, and then as plain, 
Here ſhe's too ſparing ; there profuſely vain. 
GC 


1$ DISPENSARY 
Wrapt in the ſhade of night the goddeſs lies, 


Yet to the learn'd unveils her dark diſguiſe, 4 l 
But ſhuns the groſs acceſs ob vulgar eyes. 4%! 
L 


Now ſhe unfolds the faint, and dawning ſtrife $ 
Of infant atoms kindling into life ; 
How ductile matter new meanders takes, 
And lender trains of twiſting fibres makes; 7 
And how the viſcous ſeeks a cloſer tone, 4 
By juſt degrees to harden into bone; | 
While the more looſe flow from the vital urn, | 
And in full tides of purple ſtreams return; 

How lambent flames from life's bright lamps ariſe, 
And dart in emanations through the eyes; 

How from each ſluice a gentle torrent pours, 

To flake a fev'riſh heat with ambient ſhow'rs; 
Whence, their mechanic pow'rs, the ſpirits claim; 
How great their force, how delicate their frame; 
How the ſame nerves are faſhion'd to ſuſtain 

The greateſt pleaſure and the greateſt pain. 

Why bileous juice a golden light puts on, 

And floods of chyle in filver currents run ; + 
How the dim ſpeck of entity began 4 
T' extend its recent form, and ſtretch to man; | 
To how minute an origin we owe 

Young Ammon, Caeſar, and the great Naſſau; 
Why paler looks impetuous rage proclaim, 
And why chill virgins redden into flame ; 


8 


= (% 45T) hae, 


1 
4 CANTO I. 19 
= Why envy oft transforms with wan diſguiſe, 

And why gay mirth ſits ſmiling in the eyes; 

I All ice why Lucrece, or Sempronia, fire, 

Why Southwell rages to ſurvive deſire. 

hence Milo's vigour at th' Olympics ſhown, 
hence tropes to Finch, or impudence to Sloane 4 ; 
by How matter, by the vary'd ſhape of pores, 

i Or idiots frames, or ſolemn ſenators. 

X Hence tis we wait the wond'rous vauſe to find, 
> #How body acts upon impaſſive mind: 

Hou fumes of wine the thinking part can fire, 
Paſt hopes revive, and preſent joys inſpire: 

Why our complexions oft our ſoul declare, 

And how the paſſions in the features are: 

4 How touch and harmony ariſe between 

Corporeal figure, and a form unſeen: 

How quick their faculties the limbs fulfill, 
And act at ev'ry ſummons of the will. 
With mighty truths, myſterious to deſcry, 

Which! in the womb of diſtant cauſes lie. 


But now no grand enquiries are deſcry'd, | 
J 


lean faction reigns, where knowledge ſhou'd preſide, 
4 run, are increas'd, and learning laid aſide. 
Thus ſynods oft, concern for faith conceal, 
And for important nothings ſhow a zeal : 


4 Why Atticus polite, Brutus ſevere, 
Why Methwin muddy, Montagu why clear. 
K-23 


90 DISPENSARY 
The drooping ſciences neglected pine, 
And Paean's beams with fading luſtre ſhine. 
No readers here with hectic looks are found, 


4 5 
„ 
5 


129 1 
o 28 
I 
8 4 
, | © 
Gy 


Nor eyes in rheum, thro' midnight-watching, drown'd: | 3 


The lonely edifice in ſweats complains 
That nothing there but ſullen ſilence reigns. 

This place fo fit for undiſturb'd repoſe, 

The god of ſloth for his aſylum choſe; 
Upon a couch of down in theſe abodes, 
Supine with folded arms he thoughtleſs nods ; 
Indulging dreams his godhead lull to eaſe, 
With murmurs of ſoft rills, and whiſp'ring trees; 
The poppy and each numbing plant diſpenſe 
Their drowſy virtue, and dull indolence ; 
No paſſions interrupt his eaſy reign, 

No problems puzzle his lethargic brain, 
But dark oblivion guards his peaceful bed, 
And lazy fogs hang ling'ring o'er his head. 

As at full length the pamper'd monarch lay, 
Batt'ning in eaſe, and ſlumb' ring life away: 

A ſpiteful noiſe his downy chains unties, 
Haſtes forward, and increaſes as it flies, 

Firſt, ſome to cleave the ſtubborn 5 flint engage, 
Till urg'd by blows, it ſparkles into rage: 
Some temper lute, ſome ſpacious veſſels move; 
Theſe furnaces erect, and thoſe approve. 


s The building of the diſpenſary. 
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lere phials in nice diſcipline are ſet, 


Urbere gallipots are rang d in alphabet. 
n this place, magazines of pills you ſpy; 
In that, like forage, herbs in bundles lie; 
WV bile liſted peſtles, brandiſh'd in the air 

Wpcicend i in peals, and civil wars declare. 


\n:i 2:omatic clouds in ſpires aſcend. 
do + on the Cyclops o'er their anvils ſweat, 
nd fi uing finews ecchoing blows repeat; 


WF: 07. the v-1-2no's groſs eruptions riſe, 


"RA. ng iheets of ſmoke obſcure the ſkies, 


end numbring god, amaz'd at this new din, 


# | Thrice ſtrove to riſe, and thrice ſunk down again. 
 2Liſtleſs he ſtretch'd, and gaping rubb'd his eyes, 
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Then falter'd thus betwixt half words and ſighs. 
How impotent a deity am I! 


| | With godhead born, but curs'd, that cannot die 
4 Puro my indulgence, mortals hourly ſhare 


grateful negligence, and eaſe from care. 


2.ulP'd in my arms, how long have I withheld 
95 he northern monarchs from the duſty field? 
Now have I kept the Britiſh fleet at eaſe, 

From tempting the rough dangers of the ſeas ? 


: ibernia owns the mildneſs of my reign, 
And my divinity's ador'd in Spain. 


F 1 ſwains to ſylvan ſolitudes convey, 


ur 


Loud ſtrokes, with pounding ſpice, the fabric rend, 
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What marks of wond'rous clemency I've ſhown, 

Some rev'rend worthies of the gown can own. 

Triumphant plenty, with a cheerful grace, 

Baſks in their eyes, and ſparkles in their face. 

How ſleek their looks, how goodly is their mien, 

When big they ſtrut behind a double chin! 

Each faculty in blandiſhments they lull, 

Aſpiring to be venerably dull; 

No learn'd debates moleſt their downy trance, 

Or diſcompoſe their pompous ignorance; 

But undiſturb'd, they loiter life away, | 

So wither green, and bloſſom in decay. 

Deep ſunk in down, they, by my gentle care, 

Avoid th' inclemencies of morning air, 

And leave to tatter'd © crape the drudgery of pray'r. 
7 Urim was civil, and not void of ſenſe, 

Had humour, and a courteous confidence; 

So ſpruce he moves, ſo gracefully he cocks, ' 3 

The hallow'd roſe declares him orthodox; wy. 

He paſs'd his eaſy hours, inſtead of pray'r, 

In madrigals, and philliſing the fair; 

Conſtant at feaſts, and each decorum knew, 

And ſoon as the deſert appear d, withdrew ; 

Always obliging, and without offence, 1 

And fancy'd for his gay impertinence. 3 
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6 Sce Boil, Lut. 
7 Dr. Atterbury, afterwards biſhop of Rocheſter, 


,” 
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But ſee how ilt-miſtaken parts ſncceed: 
He threw off my dominion, and would read; 


LE 
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1 Fed in controverſy, wrangled well; 
In convocation-· language cou'd excell; 
g n volumes prov'd the church without defence, 
y nothing guarded, but by providence : 
How grace and moderation diſagree; 
1 And violence advances charity. 
Thus writ *till none would read, becoming ſoon 
wretched ſcribler, of a rare buffoon. 
Mankind my fond propitious pow'r has try'd, 
Y 4 00 oft to own, too much to be deny'd. 
nd all I aſk are ſhades and filent bow'rs, 
To paſs in ſoft forgetfulneſs my hours, 
Oft have my fears ſome diſtant villa choſe, 
2 D'er their quietus where fat judges doſe, 
And lull their cough and conſcience to repoſe: 
Pr if ſome cloiſter's refuge 1 implore, 
I Vhere holy drones o'er dying tapers ſnore: 
he peals of ® Naſſau's arms theſe eyes uncloſe, 
ine he moleſts, to give the world repoſe. 
hat caſe I offer with contempt he flies, 
His couch a trench, his canopy the ſkies. 
= Nor climes nor ſeaſons his reſolves control, 
eh' aequator has no heat, no ice the pole. 
Wich arms reſiſtleſs o'er the globe he flies, 
Aud leaves to Jove the empire o' the ſkies, 
2 Sec Boil, Lut, 
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But as the ſlothful god to yawn begun, 
He ſhook off the dull miſt, and thus went on 9; 
Twas in this rev rend dome 1 ſought repoſe, 
Theſe walls were that aſylum I had choſe 1. 
Here have I rul'd long undiſturb'd with broils, 


And laugh'd at heroes, and their glorious toils. 
My annals are in monldy mildews wrought, 


With eaſy inſignificance of thought. 4 2 
But now ſome buſy, enterpriſing brain = 
Invents new fancies to renew my pain, | 1 
And labours to diſſolve my eaſy reign. 9 

With that, the god his darling phantom calls, 
And from his falt'ring lips this meſſage falls: 1 


Since mortals will diſpute my power, 1'll try 
Who has the greateſt empire, they or I. 


9 Sometimes among the Caſpian cliffs I creep, 

Where ſolitary bats and ſwallows ſleep : 
Or if ſome cloiſter's refuge I implore, 
Where holy drones o'er dying tapers ſhore, 
Still Naſſau's arms a ſoft repoſe deny, 
Keep me awake, and follow-where I fly. 

Since he has bleſs'd the weary world with peace, 
And with a nod has bid Bellona ceaſe; 
I ſought the covert of ſome peaceful cell, 
Where ſilent ſhades in harmleſs raptures dwell ; 
That reſt might paſt tranquillity reſtore, 
And mortal never interrupt me more. 

1 Nought underneath this roof but damps are found, "= 
Nought heard but drowſy beetles buzzing round. 115 
Spread cobwebs hide the walls, and duſt the floors, © 

And midnight ſilence guards the noiſcleſs doors. pg 
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rind envy out, ſome prince's court attend, 

7 Moſt likely there you'll meet the famiſh'd fiend 2; 

or where dull critics authors fate foretel 

Or where ſtale maids, or meagre eunuchs dwell, 

Prell the bleak fury what new projects reign, 

Among the homicides of Warwick-Lane; 

nd what th' event, unleſs ſhe ſtraight inclines 

o blaſt their hopes, and baffle their deſigns. 
More he had ſpoke, but ſudden vapours riſe, 

nd with their ſilken cords tie down his eyes. 


2 Or in cabals, or camps, or at the bar, 
Or where ill poets pennyleſs confer, 
Or in the ſcnate.houſe at Weſtminſter, 
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Oon as the evening veil'd the mountains heads, 
And winds lay huſh'd in ſubterranean beds; 

Whilſt ſick'ning flow'rs drink up the ſilver dew, 
And beaus, for ſome aſſembly, dreſs anew ; 
The city ſaints to pray'rs and play-houſe haſte; 
The rich to dinner, and the poor to reſt: 
Oflicious Phantom then prepar'd with care 
To ſlide on tender pinions through the air. 
Oft he attempts the ſummit of a rock, 
And oft the hollow of ſome blaſted oak ; 
At length approaching where bleak envy lay; 
The hiſſing of her ſnakes proclaim'd the way. 

Beneath the gloomy covert of an yew, 
That taints the graſs with ſickly ſweats of dew; 
No verdant beauty entertains the ſight, © 
But baneful hemlock, and cold aconite t 
In a dark grott the baleful haggard lay, 
Breathing black vengeance, and infecting day. 
But how deform'd, and worn with ſpiteful woes, 
When Accius has applauſe, Dorſennus ſhows. 
The cheerful blood her meagre cheeks forſook, 
And baſiliſks ſat brooding in her look; 
A bald and blotted toad-ſtool rais'd her head ; 
The plumes of boding ravens were her bed: 
From her chapp'd noſtrils ſcalding torrents fall, 
And her ſunk eyes boil o'er in floods of gall, 
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Volcano's labour thus with inward pains, 
Whilſt ſeas of melted ore lay waſte the plains, 
Around the fiend in hideous order fate 

WE Foul bawling infamy, and bold debate: 

3 Gruff diſcontent, thro' ignorance miſled, 
And clam'rous faction at her party's head: 


Y Reſtleſs ſedition {till diſſembling fear, 
And fly byprocriſy with pious leer 3, 


= Glouting with ſuilen ſpite the fury ſhook 
her clotted locks, and blaſted with each look, 


hen tore with canker'd teeth the pregnant ſcrolls, 


Where fame the acts of demi-gods enrolls, 


And as the rent records in pieces fell, 


A Each ſcrap did ſome immortal action tell. 
*Z This ſhow'd, how fix'd as fate Torquatus ſtood, 
hat, the fam'd paſſage of the Granic flood; 
A The julian eagles, here, their wings diſplay, 
p And there, like ſetting ſtars, the Decii lay; 
WT This does Camillus as a god extol, 


That points at Manlius in the Capitol. 
Hou Cocles did the Tiber's ſurges brave, 


low Curtius plung'd into the gaping grave. 

4 Great Cyrus, here, the Medes and Perlians join, 
3 And, there, th' immortal battle of the Boyne, 

2 As the light meſſenger the fury ſpy'd, 

WA while his curdling blood forgot to glide : 


3 See Dryd, Fab. 
D 2 


—_ _ _ 
a — 2 — - 
— n — — - 
— — — ˙— —— — r ˙ A —· on” oe 


— =- 


—— 


' 
| 
| 
| 
l 
: 
: 
' 
' 


28 DISPENSARY 


Confuſion on his fainting vitals hung, 

And falt'ring accents flutter'd on his tongue z 

At length, aſſuming courage, he convey'd 

His errand, then he ſhrunk into a ſhade. 
The hag lay long revolving what might be 

The bleſt event of ſuch an embaſſy : 

Then blazons in dread ſmiles her hideous form; 

So light'ning gilds the unrelenting ſtorm 4. 


4 Then ſhe: alas! how long in vain have I 
Aim'd at thoſe noble i'ls the fates deny ? 
Within this iſle for ever muſt I find 
Diſaſters to diſtract my reſtleſs mind? 

Good Tenniſon's celeſtial piety 

At laſt has rais'd him to the ſacred ſee. 
Somers does lick ning equity reſtore, 

And helpleſs orphans are oppreſs'd no more. 
Pembroke to Britain endleſs bleſſings brings; 
He ſpoke ; and peace clapp'd her triumphant wings: 
Great Ormond ſh nes illuſtriouſly bright 

With blazes ofhereditary right. 

The noble ardour of a royal fire 

Inſpires the gen'rous breaſt of Devonſhire. 

And Macclesfield is active to defend 

His country with the zeal he loves his friend. 
Like Leda's radiant ſons divinely clear, 
Portland and Jerſey deck'd in rays appear, 

To gild by turns the Gallic hemiſphere, 

Worth in diſtreſs is rais'd by Montague ; 
Auguſtus liſtens if Maecenas ſue ; 

And Vernon's vigilance no ſlumber takes, 
Whilſt faction peeps abroad, and anarchy awakes, 
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Thus ſhe. mankind are bleſt, they riot ſtill 
Unbounded in exorbitance of ill, 
By devaſtation the rough warrior gains, 
And farmers fatten moſt when famine reigns ; 
W For ſickly ſeaſons the phyſicians wait, 
; And politicians thrive in broils of ſtate; 
he lover's eaſy when the fait one ſighs, 
4 And gods ſubſiſt not but by ſacriſice. 
Fäach other being ſome indulgence knows; 
few are my joys, but infinite my woes. 
My preſent pain Britannia's genius wills, 
And thus the fates record my future ills. 
A heroine ſhall Albion's ſcepter bear, 
With arms ſhall vanquiſh earth, and heav'n with pray'r. 
She on the world her clemency ſhall ſhow'r, 
And only to preſerve, exert her pow'r. 
yrants ſhall then their impious aims forbear, 
And Blenheim's thunder more than Aetna's fear J. 
Since by no arts I therefore can defeat 
The happy enterprizes of the preat, 
I'll calmly ſtoop to more inferior things, 
nd try if my lov'd ſnakes have teeth or ſtings. 
She ſaid ; and ſtraight ſhrill s Colon's perſon took, 
In morals looſe, but moſt preciſe in look. 
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= In Aetna were forged the thunderbolts which Jove em- 
Ployed againſt the ambition of the glants. 


6 Birch an apothecary, 
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Black-friers annals lately pleas'd to call 
Him warden of apothecaries- hall, 

And, when ſo dignify'd, did not forbear 
That operation which the learn'd declare 
Gives colics eaſe, and makes the ladies fair, 
In trifling ſhow his tinſel talent lies, 
And form the want of intellects ſupplies. 
In aſpect grand and goodly he appears, 
Rever'd as patriarchs in primaeval years. 
Hourly his learn'd impertinence affords 
A barren ſuperfluity of words 7, 

The patient's ears remorſeleſs he aſſails, 


Murders with jargon where his med'cine fails. 


I be fury thus aſſuming Colon's grace, 
So ſlung her arms, ſo ſhuffl'd in her pace. 
Onward ſhe haſtens to the fam'd abodes, 


Where ® Horoſcope invokes th' infernal gods 
And reach'd the manſion where the vulgar run, 


For ruin throng, and pay to be undone. 
This viſionary various projects tries, 
And knows, that to be rich is to be wiſe. 
By uſeful obſervations he can tell 

The ſacred charms that in true ſterling dwell. 
How gold makes a patrician of a ſlave, 
A dwarf an Atlas, a Therſites brave. 


7 In haſte he ſtrides along to recompence 
The want of buſineſs with its yain pretence. 
Houghton an apothecary, 
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It cancels all defects, and in their place 

Friads ſenſe in Brownlow, charms in lady 9 Grace: 

7 It guides the fancy, and directs the mind; 

No bankrupt ever found a fair-one kind. 

So truly Horoſcope its virtues knows, 

ro this lov'd idol 'tis, alone, he bows ; 

nd fancies ſuch bright heraldry can prove, 

WT be vile plebeian but the third from Jove. 

Long has he been of that amphibious fry, 
gold to preſcribe, and buſy to apply. 

His ſhop the gazing vulgar's eyes employs 

With foreign trinkets, and domeſtic toys. 

Here mummies lay moſt reverendly ſtale, 

And there, the tortoiſe hung her coat of mail; 

Not far from ſome huge ſhark's devouring head 

3 he flying fiſh their finny pinions ſpread. 

FA loft in rows large poppy-heads were ſtrung, 

WA nd near, a ſcaly alligator hung. 

n this place, drugs in muſty heaps decay'd; 
In that, dry'd bladders and drawn teeth were laid, 
An inner- room receives the num'rous ſhoals, 
of ſuch as pay to be reputed fools, 

WC lobes ſtand by globes, volumes on volumes lie, 
und planetary ſchemes amuſe the eye. 

he ſage, in velvet chair, here lolls at caſe, 

o promiſe future health for preſent fees. 


9 Lady Grace Pierpoint. 
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Then, as from tripod, folemn ſhams reveals, 
And what the ſtars know nothing of, foretells. 
One aſks how ſoon Panthea may be won, 

And longs to feel the marriage fetters on: 
Others, convinc'd by melancholy proof, 
Enquire when courteous fates will ſtrike 'em off. | 
Some by what means they may redreſs their wrong, 
When fathers the poſſeſſion keep too long, 

And ſome would know the iſſue of their cauſe, 

And whether gold can folder up its flaws. 

Poor pregnant Lais his advice would have, 

To loſe by art what fruitful nature gave; 

And Portia old in expectation grown, 

Laments her barren curſe, and begs a ſon, 

Whilſt Iris bis coſmetic waſh would try, 

To make her bloom revive, and lovers die. 

Some aſk for charms, and others philters chooſe, 
To gain Corinna, and their quartans loſe. 

Young Hylas, botch'd with ſtains too foul to name, 
In cradle here renews his youthful frame: 

Cloy'd with deſire, and ſurfcited with charms, 

A hot-houſe he prefers to Julia's arms. 

And old Lucullus would th' arcanum prove, 

Of kindling in cold veins the ſparks of love, 

Bleak envy theſe dull frauds with pleaſure ſees, 

And wonders at the ſenſeleſs myſteries. 
In Colon's voice ſhe thus calls out aloud 
On Horoſcope environ'd by the croud, 


ENT 33 


Forbear, forbear, thy vain amuſements ceaſe, 
ry woodcocks from their gins a while releaſe; : 
And to that dire misfortune liſten well, | 
Which thou ſhou'dſt fear to know, or I to — 
'Tis true, thou ever waſt eſteem'd by me : 
The great Alcides of our company. 

When we with noble ſcorn reſoly'd to caſe 
Ourſelves from all parochial offices; 

And to our wealthiet patients left the care, 

And draggled dignity of ſcavenger; 

Such zeal in that affair thou didſt expreſs, 

Nought cou'd be equal, but the great ſucceſs. 
Now call to mind thy gen'rous proweſs paſt, 

Ze what thou ſhou'dſt, by thinking what thou waſt : 
ye faculty of Warwick-Lane deſign, 

if not to ſtorm, at leaſt to undermine. 

Their gates each day ten thouſand night-caps erond, 
And mortars utter their attempts aloud. 

If they ſhould once unmaſk our myſtery, 

Each nurſe, ere-long, wou'd be as learn'd as we; 
Our art expos'd to ev'ry vulgar eye, 

And none, in complaiſance to us, wou'd die. 
What if we claim their right t aſſaſſinate, 

Muſt they needs turn apothecaries ſtraight ? 
Prevent it, Gods! all ſtratagems we try, 

To croud with new inhabitants your ſky. 

Tis we who wait the deſtinies command, 

To purge the troubled air, and weed the land. 
E 


By 
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And dare the college inſolently aim 
To equal our fraternity in fame ? 
Then let crabs-eyes with pearl for virtue try, 
Or Highgate-Hill with lofty Pindus vie; 
So glow-worms may compare with Titan's beams, 
And Hare-court pump with Aganippe's ſtreams. 
Our manufactures now they meanly ſell, 
And their true value treacherouſly tell; 
Nay, they diſcover too, their ſpite is ſuch} 
That health, than crowns more valu'd,coſt not much li; 
Whilſt we maſt ſteer our conduct by theſe rules, 
To cheat as tradeſmen, or to ſtarye as fools. 
At this fam'd Horoſcope turn'd pale, and ſtraight 
In ſilence tumbl'd from his chair of ſtate, 
The croud in great confuſion ſought the door, 
And left the Magus fainting on the floor. 
Whillt in his breaſt the fury breath'd a ſtorm, 
Then ſought her cell, and re-aſſum'd her form, 
Thus from the ſore altho' the inſect flies, 
It leayes a brood of maggots in diſguiſe. 
Officious Squirt in haſte forſook his ſhop, 
To ſuccour the expiring Horoſcope. 
Oft he eſſay d the Magus to reſtore, 
By falt of fuccinum's prevailing pow'r ; 
Yet ſtill ſupine the ſolid lumber lay 
An image of ſcarce animated clay; 


1 Whilſt we, at our expence, muſt perſevere, 
And for another world, be ruin'd here. 
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Till fates, indulgent when diſaſters call, 
By Squirt's nice hand apply'd an urinal; 
The wight no ſooner did the ſteam receive, 
But rous'd, and bleſs'd the ſtale reſtorative. 
The ſprings of life their former vigour feel, 
Such zeal he had for that vile utenſil, 
So when the great Pelides, Thetis found, 
He knew the ſea- weed ſcent, and th' azure goddeſg 
own'd. 
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' LL night the ſage in penſive tumults lay, 
Complaining of the flow approach of day; 
Oft turn'd him round, and ſtrove to think no more 
Of what ſhrill Colon ſaid the day before. 
Cowſlips and poppies o'er his eyes he ſpread, 
And Salman's works he laid beneath his head. 
But thoſe bleſs'd opiats ſtil] in vain he tries, 
Sleep's gentle image his embraces flies : 
Tumultuous cares lay rolling in his breaſt, 
And thus his anxious thoughts the ſage expreſt. 
Oft has this planet roll'd around the ſun, 
Since to conſult the ſkies, I firſt begun: 
Such my applauſe, ſo mighty my ſucceſs, 
Some granted my predictions more than gueſs. 
But, doubtful as Iam, I'll entertain | 
This faith, there can be no miſtake in gain. 
For the dull world moſt honour pay to thoſe 
Who on their underſtanding moſt impoſe. 
Firſt man creates, and then he fears the elf, 
Thus others cheat him not, but he himſelf; 
Heloaths the ſubſtance, and he loves the ſhow ; 
You'll ne'er convince a fool, himſelf is ſo: 
He hates realities, and hugs the cheat, 
And till the only pleaſure's the deceit. 
So meteors flatter witha dazling dye 
Which no exiſtence has, but in the eye. 


Bd 4 fad e fwd. 


CANT © II. 

As diſtant, proſpects pleaſe us, but when near, 

We find but deſart rocks, and fleeting air. 

From ſtratagem to ſtratagem we run, 

And he knows molt, who lateſt is undone. 
Mankind one day ſerene and free appear; 

The next, they're cloudy, fallen, and ſevere: 

New paſſions, new opinions {till excite, 

And what they like at noan, they leave at night. 

They gain with labour what they quit with caſe, 

And health, for want of change, becomes diſeaſe. 

Religion's bright authority they dare, 

And yet are ſlaves to ſuperſtitious fear. 

They counſel others, but themſelves deceive, 

And tho' they're cozen'd ſtill, they (till believe. 
So falſe their cenſure, fickle their eſteem, 

This hour they worſhip, and the next blaſpheme. 
Shall I then, who with penetrating ſight, 

Inſpect the ſprings that guide each appetite: 

Who with unfathom'd ſearches hourly pierce 

The dark receſſes of the univerſe, 

Be aw'd, if puny emmets wou'd oppreſs; 

Or fear their fury, or their name careſs ? 

If all the fiends that in low darkneſs reign, 

Be not the fictions of a ſickly brain, 

That project, the 2 Diſpenſary they call, 

Before the moon can blunt her horns, ſhall fall. 


2 "Medicines made up there, for the uſe of the poor. 
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With chat, a glance from mild Aurora's eyes 
Shoots thro? the cryſtal kingdoms of the ſkies; 
The ſavage kind in foreſts ceaſe to roam, | 
And ſots o'ercharg'd with nauſeous loads reel home. 
Drums, trumpets, hautboys wake the flumbring pair; 
Whilſt bridegroom fighs, and thinks the bride leſs fair, 
Light's chearful ſmiles o'er th' azure waſte are ſpread, 
And miſs from inns o' court bolts out unpaid, 
The ſage tranſported at th approaching hour, 
Imperiouſly thrice thunder'd on the floor ; 
Officious Squirt that moment had acceſs, 
His truſt was great, his vigilance no leſs. 
To him thus Horoſcope ; 

My kind companion in this dire affair, 
Which is more light, ſinee you aſſume a ſhare; 
Fly with what haſte you us'd to do of old, 
When clyſter was in danger to be cold: 

With expedition on the beadle call, 
To ſummon all the company to th' hall. 

Away the friendly coadjutor flies, 

Swift as from phial ſteams of harts-horn riſe. 
The Magus in the int'rim mumbles o'er 
Vile terms of art to ſome infernal pow'r, 
And draws myſterious circles on the floor. 
But from the gloomy vault no glaring ſpright 
Aſcends, to blaſt the tender bloom of light. 
No myſtic ſounds from hell's deteſted womb, 
In duſky exhalations upwards come. 


CANTO In. 

nd now to raiſe an altar ha decrees, 

o that devouring harpy.call'd Diſeaſe » 

hen flow'rs in caniſters he haſtes to bring, 

he wither'd product of a blighted ſpring. 

ith cold ſolanum from the Pontic ſhore, 

he roots of mandrake and black hellebore, 

he griper ſenna, and the puker rue, 

he ſweetner ſaſſafras are added too; 

nd on the ſtructure next he heaps a load 

dfſulphur, turpentine and maſtic wood: 

ums, foſſils too the pyramid increas'd ; 

\ mummy next, once monarch of the caſt. 

hen from the compter he takes down the file, 

und with preſcriptions lights the ſolemn pile. 
Feebly the flames on clumſy wings aſpire, 

nd ſmoth'ring fogs of ſmoke benight the fire. 

ith ſorrow he beheld the ſad portent, 

Then to the hag theſe oriſons he ſent. 

Diſeaſe ! thou ever molt propitious pow'r, 

'hoſe kind indulgence we diſcern each hour 3: 

Thou well canſt boaſt thy num'rous pedigree, 

egot by ſloth, maintain'd by luxury. 

n gilded palaces thy proweſs reigns, 

ut flies the humble ſheds of cottage ſwains. 

o you ſuch might and energy belong, 

ou nip the blooming, and unnerve the ſtrong. 


3 Thou that would'ſt lay whole ſtates and regions waſte, 
Sooner than we thy cormorants ſhould faſt, 
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The purple conqueror in chains you bind, 
And are to us your vaſſals only kind. 

If, in return, all diligence we pay 
To fix your empire, and confirm your ſway, 
Far as the weekly bills can reach around, 
From Kent-ſtreet end to fam'd st. Giles's-Pound ; 
Behold this poor libation with a ſmile, 
And let auſpicious light break through the pile. 

He ſpoke; andon the pyramid he laid 

Bay leaves and vipers hearts, and thus he faid ; 
As theſe conſume in this myſterious fire, 
So let the curs'd Diſpenſary 4 expire. 
And as thoſe crackle in the flames, and die, 
So let its veſſels burſt, and glaſſes fly. 
But a ſiniſter cricket ſtraight was heard, 
The altar fell, the off ring diſappear'd. 
As the fam'd wight the omen did regret, 
Squirt brought the news the company was met. 

Nigh where Fleet-ditch deſcends in ſable ſtreams, 
To waſh his ſooty Naiads in the Thames; 
There ſtands a 5 ſtructure on a riſing hill, 
Where Tyros take their freedom out to kill. 
Some pictures in theſe dreadful ſhambles tell, 
How, by the Delian god, the Pithon fell; 
And how Medea did the philter brew, 
That cou'd in Jaſon's veins young force renew} 


4 See the Alluſion. Theoc, Pharm. 
5 Apothecary's Hall. 
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How mournful 5 Myrrha for her crimes appears, 
And heals hyſteric matrons (till with tears; 
How Mentha and Althea, nymphs no more, 


Revive in ſacred plants, and health reſtore; 
How ſanguine ſwains their am'rous hours repent, 
When pleaſure's paſt, and pains are permanent; 
And how frail nymphs, oft by abortion, aim 
To loſe a ſubſtance, to preſerve a name. 

Soon as each member in his rank was plac'd, 
Th' aſſembly 7 Diaſenna thus addreſs'd. 

My kind confed' rates, if my poor intent, 
As 'tis ſincere, had been but prevalent, 
We here had met on ſome more ſafe deſign, 
And on no other bus'neſs but to dine; 
The faculty had ſtill maintain'd their ſway, 
And int'reſt then had bid us but obey ; 
This only emulation we had known, 
Who beſt cou'd fill his purſe, and thin the town. 
But now from gath'ring clouds deſtruction pours, 
Which ruins with mad rage our halcyon hours : 
iſts from black jealouſies the tempeſt form, 
Whillt late diviſions reinforce the ſtorm. 
Know, when theſe feuds, like thoſe at law, were paſt, 
The winners will be loſers at the laſt. 
Like heroes in ſea-fights we ſeek renown, 
To fire ſome hoſtile ſhip, we burn our own. 


5 See Ov, Met. 7 Gilſtorp an apothecary. 
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Whoe'er throws duſt againſt the wind, deſcries 
He throws it, in effect, but in his eyes. 
That juggler which another's ſlight will ſhow, 
But teaches how the world his own may know. 
Thrice happy were thoſe golden days of old, 
When dear as Burgundy, ptiſans were ſold ; 
When patients choſe to die with better will, 
Than breathe, and pay the apothecary's bill : 
And cheaper than for our aſliſtance call, 
Might go to Aix or Bourbon, ſpring and fall 8. 
Then prieſts increas'd, and piety decay'd, 
Churchmen the church's purity betray'd, 
Their lives and doctrine, ſlaves and atheiſts made. 
The laws were but the hireling judge's ſenſe; 
Juries were ſway'd by venal evidence. 
Fools were promoted to the council-board, 
Tools to the bench, and bullies to the ſword. 
Penſions in private were the ſenate's aim ; 
And patriots for a place abandon'd fame. 
But now no influencing art remains, 
For Somers has the-ſeal, and Naſſau reigns. 
And we, in ſpite of our reſolves, muſt bow, 
And ſuffer by a reformation too, 


38 But now late jars our practices detect, 
For mines, when once diſcover'd, loſe th” effect. 
Diſſenſions, like ſmall ſtreams, are firſt begun, 
Scarce ſeen they riſe, but gather as they run. 
So lines that from their parallel decline, 
More they adyance, the more they (till disjoin, 
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For now late jars our practices detect, 
And mines, when once diſcover'd, loſe effect. 
| Diſſenſions, like ſmall ſtreams, are firſt begun, 
Scarce ſeen they riſe, but gather as they run : 
So lines that from their parallel decline, 
More they proceed, the more they {till disjoin. 
'Tis therefore my advice, in haſte we ſend, 
| And beg the faculty to be our friend ; 
Send ſwarms of patients, and our quarrels end. 
So awful beadles, if the vagrant treat, 
Straight turn familiar, and their faſces quit. 
In vain we but contend, that planet's pow'r 
Thoſe vapours can diſperſe it rais'd before. 

As he prepar'd the miſchief to recite, 
Keen 9 Colocythus paus'd and foam'd with ſpite, 
sour ferments on his ſhining ſurface ſwim, 
Work up to froth, and bubble o'er the brim : 
Not beauties fret ſo much if freckles come, 
Or noſe ſhou'd redden in the drawing- room; 
Or lovers that miſtake th' appointed hour, 
Or in the lucky minute want the pow' r. 
Thus he. thou ſcandal of great Paean's art, 
At thy approach the ſprings of nature ſtart, 
The nerves unbrace : nay, at the ſight of thee, 
A ſcratch turns cancer, itch a leproſy, 
Cou'dſt thou propoſe, that we, the friends of fates, 
Who fill churchyards, and who unpeople nan 


9 Dare an apothecary. 
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Who baffle nature, and diſpoſe of lives, 

Whilſt 1 Ruſſel, as we pleaſe, or ſtarves, or thrives, 
Shou'd e' er ſubmit to their deſpotic will, 

Who out o* conſultation ſcarce can kill? 

The tow'ring Alps ſhall ſooner ſink to vales, 

And leeches, in our glaſſes, ſwell to whales; 

Or Norwich trade in inſtruments of ſteel, 

And Bromingham in ſtuffs and druggets deal ! 
Allys at Wapping furniſh us new modes, 

And Monmonth-ſtreet, Verſailles with riding-hoods; 
The ſick to th* hundreds in pale throngs repair, 
And change the Gravel-pits for Kentiſh air. 

Our properties mult on our arms depend; 

'Tis next to conquer, bravely todefend. 

Tis to the vulgar, death too harſh appears; 

The ill we feel is only in our fears, 

To die, is landing on ſome ſilent ſhore, 

Where billows never break, nor tempeſts roar : 

Fre well we feel the friendly ſtroke, tis o'er. 

The wiſe thro* thoughts thꝰ inſults of death defy; 
The fools, thro? bleſt inſenſibility. 

'Tis what the guilty fear, the pious crave ; 

Sought by the wretch, and vanquiſh'd by the brave. 
It caſes lovers, ſets the captive free; 

And, tho' a tyrant, offers liberty, 

Sound but to arms, the foe ſhall ſoon confeſs 

Our force increaſes, as our funds grow leſs; 


1 A celebrated undertaker of funerals. 
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And what requir'd ſuch induſtry to raiſe, 
We'll ſcatter into nothing as we pleaſe. 
Thus they'll acknowledge to annihilate 
Shews no leſs wond'rous pow'r than to create, 
We'll raiſe our num'rous cohorts, and oppoſe 
The feeble. forces of our pygmy foes ; 
Legions of quacks ſhall join us on the place, 
From great Kirleus down to Doctor Caſe. 
Tho? ſuch vile rubbiſh fink, yet we ſhall riſe ; 
Directors ſtill ſecure the greateſt prize, 
Such poor ſupports ſerve only like a (tay; 
The tree once fix'd, its reſt is torn away. 

So patriots, in time of peace and eaſe, 
Forget the fury of the late diſeaſe : 
On dangers paſt, ſerenely think no more, 
And curſe the hand that heal'd the wound before. 

Arm therefore, gallant friends, tis honour's call; 
Or let us boldly fight, or bravely fall, 

To this the ſeſſion ſeem'd to give conſent, 
uch lik'd the war, but dreaded much th' event. 
At length the growing diff 'rence to compoſe, 
Two brothers, 2 Afcarides, aroſe. 

e. Both had the volubility of tongue, 
In meaning faint, but in opinion ſtrong. 
To ſpeak they both aſſum'd a like pretence 
The elder gain'd his juſt preeminence. 


2 The Pearces, apothecaries., 
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Thus he: *tis true, when privilege and right 

Are once invaded, honour bids us fight. 

But ere we once engage in honour's cauſe, | 

Firſt know what honour is, and whence it was. | 

Scorn'd by the baſe, 'tis courted by the brave, 

The hero's tyrant, and the coward's ſlave. 

Born in the noiſy camp, it lives on air, 

And both exiſts by hope and by deſpair. 

Angry whene'er a moment's eaſe we gain, 

And reconcil'd at our returns of pain, 

It lives, when in death's arms the hero lies: 

But when his ſafety he conſults, it dies. 

Bigotted to this idol, we diſclaim 

Reſt, health, and eaſe, for nothing but a name. 

Then let us, to the field before we move, 

Know, if the gods our enterpriſe approve. Sc 

Suppoſe th' unthinking faculty unveil r 

What, we, thro* wiſer conduct, would conceal: Ri 

Is't reaſon we ſhould quarrel with the glaſs 

That ſhews the monſtrous features of our face ? T 

Or grant ſome grave pretenders have of late 80 

Thought fit an innovation to create; T 

Soon they'll repent what raſhly they begun: 

Thoꝰ projects pleaſe, projectors are undone, 
All novelties muſt this ſucceſs expect, * 

When good, our envy; and when bad, neglect; 3 


g If things of uſe werevalu'd, there had been 
Some workhouſe where the Monument is ſeen. 
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If reaſon cou'd direct, ere now each gate 
Had borne ſome trophy of triumphal ſtate. 
Temples had told how Greece and Belgia owe 
Troy and Namur to Jove and to Naſſau. 
Then ſince no veneration is allow'd, 
Or to the real, or th' appearing good; 
The project that we vainly apprehend, 
Muſt, as it blindly roſe, as vilely end. 
Some members of the faculty there are, 
Who int'reſt prudently to oaths prefer. 
Our friendſhip with feign'd airs they poorly court, 
And boaſt, their politics are our ſupport. 
Them we'll conſult about this enterpriſe, 
And boldly execute what they adviſe. | 

But from below, while ſuch reſolves they took, 
Some Aurum Fulminans the 4 fabric ſhook. 

The champions, daunted at the crack, retreat, 
Regard their ſafety, and their rage forget. 

So when at Bathos earth's big offspring ſtrove 
To ſcale the ſkies, and wage a war with Jove; 
Soon as the aſs of old Silenus bray'd, 

The trembling rebels in confuſion fled. 


4 The room the apothecaries meet in. is ayer the Labo- 
ratory. 
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Nor far from that frequented theatre, 


pair; 
Where purple emperors in buſkins tread, 
And rule imaginary worlds for bread; 
Where Bentley, by old writers, wealthy grew, 
And Briſcoe lately was undone by new: 
There triumphs a phyſician of renown, 
To none, but ſuch as ruſt in health, unknown. 
None e'er was plac'd more fitly to impart 
His known experience, and his healing art. 
When Burgeſs deafens all the liſt'ning preſs 
With peals of moſt ſeraphic emptineſs; 
Or when myſterious Freeman mounts on high, 
To preach his pariſh to a lethargy ; 
This Aeſculapius waits hard by, to eaſe 
The martyrs of ſuch Chriſtian cruelties. | 
Long has this darling quarter of the town, 
For lewdneſs, wit, and gallantry been known, 
All ſorts meet here, of whatſoe'er degree, 
To blend and juſtle into harmony. 
The critics each advent'rous author ſcan, 
And praiſe or cenſure as they like the man. 
The weeds of writings for the flow'rs they cull ; 
So nicely taſtleſs, ſo correctly dull! 


Where wand'ring punks each night at five re- 
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The politicians of Parnaſſus prate, 
And poets canvaſs the affairs of ſtate 
The cits ne'er talk of trade and ſtock, but tell 
How Virgil writ, how bravely Turnus fell. 
The country-dames drive to Hippolito's, 
Firſt find a ſpark, and after loſk a noſe, 
The lawyer for lac'd coat the robe does quit, 
He grows a madman, and then turns a wit, 
And in the cloiſter penfive Strephon waits, 
Till Chloe's hackney comes, and then retreats ; 
And if th' ungen'rous nymph a ſhaft lets fly, 
More fatally than from a ſparkling eye, 
5 Mirmillo, that fam'd Opifer, is nigh. 
The trading tribe oft thither throng to dine, 
And want of elbow-room fupply in wine, 
Cloy'd with-variety, they furfeit there, 
Whilſt the wan patients on thin gruel fare, 
'Twas here the champions of the party met, 
Of their heroic enterpriſe to treat. 
Fach hero a tremendous air put on, 
And ſtern Mirmillo in theſe words begun: 
'Tis with concern, my friends, I meet you here; 
No grievance you can know, but I muſt ſhare, 
Tis plain, my int'reſt you've advanc'd fo long, 
Each fee, tho' I was mute, wou'd find a tongue, 
And, in return, &” I have ſtrove to rend 
Thoſe ſtatutes, which on oath I ſhould defend ; 
5 Dr. Guibbons, 
| G 
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Such arts are trifles to a gen rous mind: f 
Great ſervices, as great returns ſhou'd find, 
And you'll perceive, this hand, when glory calls, II 
Can brandiſh arms as well as urinals. ( 

Oxford and all her paſſing bells can tell, \ 
By this right arm what mighty numbers fell, ; 


Whilſt others meanly aſk'd whole months to ſlay, I 
I oft diſpatch'd the patient in a day: Y 
With pen in hand I puſh'd to that degree, 0 
I ſcarce had left a wretch to give a fee. V 
Some fell by laudanum, and ſome by ſteel, 1 
And death in ambuſh lay in ev'ry pill. 
For ſave or ſlay, this privilege we claim, N 
Tho credit ſuffers, the reward's the ſame. T 
What tho? the art of healing we pretend, F, 
He that deſigns it leaſt, is moſt a friend. In 
Into the right we err, and muſt confeſs T 
To overlights we often owe ſucceſs. N. 
Thus Beſſus got the battle in the play; 0 
His glorious cowardice reſtor'd the day. Ct 
So the fam'd Grecian piece ow'd its deſert 
To chance, and not the labour'd ſtrokes of art. A 
. Phyſicians, if they're wiſe, ſhould never think IH 
Of any arms but ſuch as pen and ink: Ar 
But th' enemy, at their expence, ſhall find A 
When honour calls, I'll ſcorn to ſtay behind. Ar 


He faid; and ſeal'd th' engagement wich a kiſs, 
Which was return'd by younger Aſcaris ; 
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Who thus advanc'd : each word, fir, you impart, 

Has ſomething killing in it, like your art. 

How much we to your boundleſs friendſhip owe, 

Our files can ſpeak, and your preſcriptions ſhow. 

Your ink deſcends in ſuch exceſſive ſhow'rs, 

'Tis plain, you can regard no health but ours. 

Whilſt poor pretenders puzzle o'er a caſe, 

You but appear, and give the Coup de Grace, 

O that near 6 Xanthus' banks you had but dwelt, 

When 1lium firſt Achaian fury felt, 

The horned river then had curs'd in vain 

Young Peleus' arm, that chok'd his ſtream with ſlain, 

No trophies you had left for Greeks to raile ; 

Their ten years toil, you'd finiſh'd in ten days. 

Fate ſmiles on your attempts, and when you liſt, 

In vain the cowards fly, or brave reſiſt. 

Then let us arm, we need not fear ſucceſs ; 

No labours are too hard for Hercules. 

Our military enſigns we'll diſplay ; 

Conqueſt purſues, where courage leads the way. 
To this deſign ſhrill 7 Querpo did agree, 

A zealous member of the faculty; 

His ſire's pretended pious ſteps he treads, 

And where the doctor fails, the faint ſucceeds. 

A conventicle fleſh'd his greener years, 

And his full age the righteous rancour ſhares. 


6 Sce Hom. II. 7 Dr, Howe. 
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Thus boys hatch game-eggs under birds of prey, 
To make the fowl more furious for the fray, 
Slow 3 Carus next diſcover'd his intent, 
With painful panſes mutt'ring what he meant. 
His ſparks of life, in ſpite of drugs, retreat, 
| So cold, that only calentures can heat. 
In his chill veins the floggiſh puddle flows, 
And loads with lazy fogs his fable brows. 
Legions of lunatics about him preſs, 
His province is, loſt reaſon to redreſs. 
So when perſumes their fragrant ſcent give o'er, 
Nought can their odour, like a jakes, reſtore. 
When for advice the vulgar throng, he's found 
With lumber of vile books beſieg'd around. 
The gazing throng acknowledge their ſurpriſe, 
And, deaf to reaſon, {till conſult their eyes. 
Well he perceives the world will often find, 
To catch the eye is to convince the mind. 
Thus a weak ſtate, by wiſe diſtruſt inclines 
To num'rous ſtores, and ſtrength in magazines. 
So fools are always moſt profuſe of words, 
And cowards never fail of longeſt ſwords, 
Abandon'd authors here a refuge meet, 
And from the world, to duſt and worms retreat. 
Here dregs and ſediment of auctions reipn, 
Refuſe of fairs, and gleanings of Duck-lane, 
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And up theſe walls much Gothic lumber climbs, 
With Swiſs philoſophy, and Runic rhymes, 
Hither, retriev'd from cooks and grocers, come. 
Mede's works entire, and endleſs reams of Brome. 
Where would the long · neglected Collins fly, 
If bounteous Carus ſhou'd refuſe to buy? 
But each vile ſcribbler's happy on this ſcore, 
He'll find ſome Carus ſtill to read him o'er, 

Nor muſt we the obſequijous 9 Umbra ſpare, 
Who ſoft by nature, yet declar'd for war. 
But when ſome rival pow'r invades a right, 
Flies ſet on flies, and turtles turtles fight. 
Elſe courteous Umbra to the laſt had been 
Demurely meek, inſipidly ſerene. 
! With him, the preſent (till ſome virtues have, 
The vain are ſprightly, and the ſtupid, grave; 
The ſlothful, negligent; the foppiſh, neat ; 
The lewd are airy; and the fly, diſcreet, 
Aren an eagle, a baboon a beau; 
2 Colt a Lycurgus, and a Phocion, 3 Rowe. 

Heroic ardor now th' aſſembly warms, 
Each combatant breathes nothing but alarms. 
For future glory, while the ſcheme is laid, 
am'd Horoſcope thus offers to diſſuade; | 


9 Dr. Gould. 

1 Sce the Imitation, Hor. Sat. 3. 
2 Sir H. Dutton Colt. 

3 Mr, Anthony Rowe. 
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Since of each enterpriſe th* event's unknown, 


We'll quit the ſword and hearken to the gown. 
Nigh lives 4 Vagellias, one reputed long 
For ſtrength of lungs, and pliancy of tongue. 
For fees, toany form he moulds a cauſe, 
The worlt has merits, and the beſt has flaws. 
Five guineas make a criminal to day, 
And ten to morrow wipe the ſtain away. 
Whatever he affirms is undeny'd, 
Milo's the lecher, Clodius th' homicide. 
Cato pernicious, Catiline a ſaint, 
Orford ſuſpected, Duncomb innocent. 
To law then, friends, for tis by fate decreed, 
Vagellius, and our money, ſhall ſucceed, 
Know, when I firſt invok'd Diſeaſe by charms 
To prove propitious to our future arms, 
Ill omens did the facrifice attend, 
Nor wou'd the Sibyl from her grott aſcend, 

As Horoſcope urg'd farther to be heard, 
He thus was interrupted by a 5 Bard. 

In vain your magic myſteries you uſe, 
Such ſounds the Sibyl's ſacred ears abuſe. 
Theſe lines the pale divinity ſhall raiſe, 
Such is the pow'r of ſound, and force of lays. 


4 Sir T. Powis. 
5 Sir Richard Blackmore. 


« Arms meet with arms, fauchions with fauchions 
« claſh, - 
« And ſparks of fire ſtruck out from armour flaſh. 
« Thick clouds of duſt contending warriors raiſe, 
7 And hideous war ofer all the region brays, 
« Some raging ran with huge Herculean clubs, 
Some maſſy balls of braſs, ſome mighty tubs 
« Of cinders bore. 
« 3 Naked and half-burnt hills with hideous wreck 
« Afﬀright the ſkies, and fry the ocean's back.” 

As he went rumbling on, the fury ſtraight 
Crawl'd in, her limbs cou'd ſcarce ſupport her weight, 
A rueful rag her meagre forchead bound, 

And faintly her furr'd lips theſe accents ſound. 

Mortal, how dar'ſt thou with ſuch lines addreſs 
My awful ſeat, and trouble my receſs ? 

In Eſſex marſhy hundreds is a cell, 

Where lazy fogs and drizzling vapours dwell : 
Thither raw damps on drooping wings repair, 
And ſhiv'ring quartans ſhake the ſickly air. 
There, when fatigu'd, ſome ſilent hours I paſs, 
And ſubſtitute phyſicians in my place. 

Then dare not, for the future, once rehearſe 
The diſſonance of ſuch untuneful verſe. 

Butin your lines let energy be found, 

And learn to riſe in ſenſe, and fink in ſound, 


6 King Arthur, p. 307. 7 King Arthur, p. 327. 
8 Prince Arthur, p. 130. 
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Harſh words, tho? pertinent, uncouth appear; 
None pleaſe the fancy, who offend the ear, 
In ſenſe and numbers if you would excel, 
Read Wycherly, conſider Dryden well. 

In one, what vig'rous turns of fancy ſhine ! 
In th' other, firens warble in each line. 

If Dorſet's ſprightly muſe but touch the lyre, 
The ſmiles and graces melt in ſoft deſire, 
And little loves confeſs their am'rous fire 9, 
The gentle Iſis claims the ivy crown, 

To bind th' immortal brows of Addiſon. 

As tuncful Congreve tries his rural ſtrains, 


Pan quits the woods, the liſt 'ning fawns the plains; 


And Philome], in notes like his, complains. 
And Britain, fince ' Pauſanias was writ, 
Knows Spartan virtue, and Athenian wit. 


When Stepney paints the godlike acts of kings, 


Or, what Apollo dictates, Prior ſings. 
The banks of Rhine a pleas'd attention ſhow, 
And ſilver Sequana forgets to flow. 

Such juſt examples carefully read o'er, 
Slide without falling, without ſtraining, ſoar. 


Oft tho? your ſtrokes ſurpriſe, you ſhould not chooſe 


A theme ſo mighty for a virgin muſe. 


9 The Tiber now no gentle Gallus ſees, _ 
But ſmiling Thames enjoys her Normanbys, 
1 Pauſanias written by Mr. Norton, 
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Long did 2 Apelles his fam'd piece decline, 
His Alexander was his laſt deſign. 
Tis Montague's rich vein alone muſt prove, 
None but a Phidias ſhould attempt a Jove 3. 

The fury paus'd, till with a frightful ſound 
A riſing whirlwind burſt th' unhallow'd ground, 
Then ſhe the deity we fortune call, 

Tho? diſtant, rules and influences all. 
Straight for her favour to her court repair; 
Important embaſſies aſk wings of air, 

Each wond'ring ſtood, but Horoſcope's great ſoul, 
That dangers ne'er alarm, nor doubts control, 
Rais'd on the pinions of the bounding wind, 
Out-flew the rack, and left the hours behind. 

The ev'ning now with bluſhes warms the air, 
The ſteer reſigns the yoke, the hind his care. 

The clouds above with golden edgings glow, 

And falling dews refreſh the earth below. 

The bat with ſooty wings flits thro” the grove, 
The reeds ſcarce ruſtle, nor the aſpines move, 
And all the feather'd folks forbear their Jays of love. 
Thro? the tranſparent region of the ſkies, 

Swift as a with the miſſionary flies. 


- 


2 See Hor. B. 2. Ep. 1. Plin. Plaut. Cic. Fp. Val: Max, 
3 The fury ſaid; and vyanithing from ſight, 

Cry'd out, to arms; fo left the realms of light, 

The combatants to th” enterpriſe conſent, 

And the next day ſmil'd on the great event. 
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With wonder he ſurveys the upper air, 

And the gay gilded meteors ſporting there. 
How lambent jellies kindling in the night, 
Shoot thro the aether in a trail of light; 
How riſing ſteams in th' azure fluid blend, 
Or fleet in clouds, or ſoft in ſhow'rs deſcend ; 
Or if the ſtubborn rage of cold prevail, 

In flakes they fly, or fall in moulded hail, 
How honey-dews embalm the fragrant morn, 
And the fair oak with luſcious ſweats adorn. 
How heat and moiſture mingle in a maſs, 
Or belch in thunder, or in light'ning blaze. 
Why nimble coruſcations ſtrike the eye, 
And bold tornado's bluſter in the ſky. 

Why a prolific Aura upwards tends, 
Ferments, and in a living ſhow'r deſcends. 
How vapours hanging on the tow'ring hills 

In breezes ſigh, or weep in warbling rills : 
Whence infant winds their tender pinions try, 
And river-gods their thirſty urns ſupply. 

The wond'ring ſage purſues his airy flight, 
And braves the chill unwholſome damps of night ; - 
He views the tracts where luminaries rove, 
To ſettle ſeaſons here, and fates above. 
The bleak Arcturus ſtill forbid the ſeas, 
The ſtormy Kids, the weeping Hyades ; 


a 
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The ſhining 4 Lyre with ſtrains attracting more 
Heav'ns glitt'ring manſions now than; hell's before; 
Glad Caſſiopeia circling in the ſky, | 
And each fair Churchil of the Galaxy. 
Aurora on Eteſian breezes borne, 
With bluſhing lips breathes out the ſprightly morn : 
Each flow'r in dew their ſhort-liv'd empire weeps, 
And Cynthia with her lov'd Endymion ſleeps. 
As through the gloom the Magus cuts his way, 
Imperfect objects tell the doubtful day. 
Dim he diſcerns majeſtic Atlas riſe, 
And bend beneath the burden of the ſkies. 
His tow'ring brows aloft no tempeſts know, 
Whilſt light'ning flies, and thunder rolls below. 
Diſtant from hence beyond a waſte of plains, 
Proud Teneriff his giant brother reigns; 
With breathing fire his pitchy noſtrils glow, 
As from his ſides he ſhakes the fleecy ſnow. 
Around this hoary prince, from wat'ry beds, 
His ſubject iſlands raiſe their verdant heads ; 
The waves ſo gently waſh each riſing hill, 
The land ſeems floating, and the ocean till, 
Eternal ſpring with ſmiling verdure here 
Warms the mild air, and crowns the youthful year, 
From cryſtal rocks tranſparent riv'lets flow ; 
The tub'roſe ever breathes, and violets blow, 


4 Orpheus's harp made a conſtellation, 
5 Sec Manil, 
H 2 
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The vine undreſs'd her ſwelling cluſters bears, 
The lab' ring hind the mellow olive cheers; 
Bloſſoms and fruit at once the $5 citron ſhows, 

And as ſhe pays, diſcovers ſtill ſhe owes. 

The orange to her ſan her pride diſplays, 

And gilds her fragrant apples with his rays. 

No blaſts e'er diſcompoſe the peaceful ſky, 

The ſprings but murmur, and the winds but ſigh. 
The tuneful ſwans on ghding rivers float, 

And, warbling dirges, die on ev'ry note. 

Where Flora treads, her Zephyr garlands flings, 
And ſcatters odours from his purple wings ; 
Whilſt birds from woodbine bow'rs and jeſmine groves 
Chant their glad nuptials, and unenvy'd loves. 
Mild ſeaſons, rifing hills, and filent dales, 

Cool grotto's, ſilver brooks, and flow'ry vales, 
Groves fill'd with balmy ſhrubs in pomp appear, 
And ſcent with gales of ſweets the circling year. 

Theſe bappy iſles, where endleſs pleaſures wait, 

Are ſtil'd by tune ful bards the Fortunate. 

On high, where no hoarſe winds nor clouds reſort, 
The hoodwink'd goddeſs keeps her partial court. 

Upon a wheel of 7 amethyſt ſhe ſits, 

Gives and reſumes, and ſmiles and frowns by firs. 


6 Wall, 


9 This ſtone reckon'd fortunate ; ſee the Hiſt, of Nat. 
Magic, 
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In this ſtill labyrinth, around her lie 
Spells, philters, globes, and ſchemes of palmiſtry: 
A ſigil in this hand the gypſy bears, 
In th' other a prophetic ſieve and ſheers. 

The dame, by divination, knew that ſoon 
The Magus wou'd appear and then begun: 
Hail ſacred ſeer! thy embaſſy I know, 

Wars muſt enſue, the fates will have it ſo. 
Dread feats ſhall follow, and diſaſters great, 
8Pills charge on pills, and bolus bolus meet: 
Both ſides ſhall conquer, and yet both ſhall fail; 
The mortar now, and then the urinal. 

To thee alone my influence I owe; 

Where nature has deny'd, my favours flow. 
Tis I that give, ſo mighty is my pow'r, 
Faith to the Jew, complexion to the Moor. 

I am the wretch's wiſh, the rook's pretence, 
The ſluggard's eaſe, the coxcomb's providence, 
Sir Scrape-quill, once a ſupple ſmiling ſlave, 
Looks lofty now, and inſolently grave; 

Builds, ſettles, purchaſes, and has each hour 
Caps from the rich, and curſes from the poor. 
Spadillio, that at table ſerv'd o' late, 

Drinks rich Tockay himſelf, and eats in plate; 
Has levees, villas, miſtreſſes in ſtore, 

And owns the racers which he rubb'd before. 


See the Alluſion, Lucan. 
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Souls heav'nly born, my faithleſs boons defy; 

The brave is to himſelf a Deity. 

Thoꝰ bleſt Aſtrea's gone, ſome ſoil remains 

Where fortune is the ſlave, and merit reigns, 
The Tiber boaſts his Julian progeny, 

Thames his Naſſau, the Nile his Ptolomy. 

Iberia, yet for future ſway deſign'd, 

Shall, for a Heſſe, a greater Mordaunt find, 

Thus 9 Ariadne in proud triumph rode; 

She loſt a ! hero, and ſhe found a 2 god. 


9 See Steph. 1 Theſeus. 2 Bacchus, 
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HEN the till night, with peaceful poppies 
crown'd, 

Had ſpread her ſhady pinions o'er the ground; 
And flumb'ring chiefs of painted triumphs dream, 
While groves and ſtreams are the ſoft virgin's theme; 
The ſurges gently daſh againſt the ſhore, 
Flocks quit the plains, and galley-ſlaves the oar; 
Sleep ſhakes its downy wings o'er mortal eyes, 
Mirmillo is the only wretch it flies: | 
He finds no reſpite from his anxious grief; 
Then ſeeks from this ſoliloquy, relief. 

Long have I reign'd unrival'd in the town, 
Oppreſs'd with fees, and deafen'd with renown. 

None e'er cou'ddie with due ſolemnity, 
Unleſs his paſſport firſt was ſign'd by me. 
My arbitrary bounty's undeny'd; 
I give reverſions, and for heirs provide. 
None cou'd the tedious nuptial ſtate ſupport, 
But I to make it eaſy, make it ſhort, 
I ſet the diſcontented matrons free, 
And ranſom huſbands from captivity. 
Shall one of ſuch importance then engage 
In noiſy riot, and in civil rage? 
No: I'll endeavour ſtraight a peace, and fo 
Preſerve my character, and perſon too. 
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But Diſcord, that ſtill haunts with hideous mien 


Thoſe dire abodes where Hymen once hath been, 
O'er-heard Mirmillo's anguiſh, then begun 

In peeviſh accents to expreſs her own. 

Have I ſo often baniſh'd lazy peace 

From her dark ſolitude, and loy'd receſs ? 

Have I made South and Sherlock diſagree 
And puzzle truth with learn'd obſcurity 2 

And does the faithful Ferguſon profeſs 

His ardour ſtill for animoſities ? 

Have I, Britannia's ſafety to enſure, 

Expos'd her naked, to be molt ſecure? 

Have I made parties oppoſite, unite, 

In monſtrous leagues of amicable ſpite, 

To curſe their country, hilſt the common cry 
Is freedom, but their aim, the miniſtry ? 

And ſhall a daſtard's cowardice prevent 

The war, ſo long I've labour d to foment ? 
No, tis reſolv'd, he either ſhall comply, 

Or I'll renounce my wan divinity. 


With that, the hag approach'd Mirmillo's bed, 


And taking Querpo's meagre ſhape, the ſaid; 
At noon of night I haſten, to diſpel 

Thoſe tumults in your penſrve boſam dwell. 

I dreamt but now I heard your beaving ſighs, 

Nay, ſaw the tears debating in your eyes. 

O that 'twere but a dream! but threats I find 

Low'r in your looks, and rankle in your mind, 
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Speak, whence it is this late diforder flows, : 
That ſhakes your ſoul, and troubles your repoſe. 
Miſtakes in practice ſcarce cou'd give you pain, 
Too well you know the dead will ne er complain. 

What looks diſcover, ſaid the homicide, 
Wou'd be a fruitleſs induſtry to hide. 
My ſafety firſt I muſt conſult, and then 
I' ſerve our ſuff ring party with my pen. 

All ſhow'd, reply'd the hag, their talent learn; 
The moſt attempting oft the leaſt diſcern. 
Let Peterborough ſpeak, and Vanbrugh write, 
Soft Acon court, and rough Caecinna fight: 
Such muſt ſucceed; but when th' enervate aim 
Beyond their force, they ſtill contend for ſhame. 
Had Colbatch printed nothing of his own, 
He had not been the Saffold o' the town. 
Aſſes and owls, unſeen, their kind betray, 
If theſe attempt to hoot, or thoſe to bray. 
Had Weſtley never aim'd in verſe to pleaſe, 
We had not rank'd him with our Ogilbys. 
Still cenſures will on dull pretenders fall, 
A Codrus ſhou'd expect a ſuvenal. 
Ill lines, but like ill paintings, are allow'd, 
To ſet off, and to recommend the good. 
So diamonds take a luſtre from their foyle; 
And to a Bently 'tis we owe a Boyle. 

Conſider well the talent you poſſeſs, 
To ſtrive to make it more would make it leſs; 

1 
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And recolle& what gratitude is due, 
To thoſe whoſe party you abandon now. 
To them you owe your odd magnificence, 
But to your ſtars your magazine of ſenſe. 
Haſpt in a tombril, aukward have you ſhin'd, 
With onè fat ſlave before, and none behind. 3 
Then haſte and join your true intrepid friends, 
Succeſs on vigour and diſpatch depends. 
Lab'ring in doubts Mirmillo ſtood, then ſaid, 
"Tis hard to undertake, if gain diſſuade ; 
What fool for noiſy feuds large fees wou'd leave? 
Ten harveſts more, wou'd all I wiſh for give. 
True man, reply'd the elf; by choice diſeas'd, 
Ever contriving pain, and never pleas'd. 
A preſent good they ſlight, an abſent chooſe, 


And what they have, for what they have not, loſe. 


Falſe proſpects all their true delights deſtroy, 
Reſoly'd to want, yet lab'ring to enjoy. 

In reſtleſs hurries thoughtleſly they live, 

At ſubſtance oft unmov'd, for ſhadows grieve. 
Children at toys, as men at titles aim 


And in effect both covet but the ſame. 


3 But ſoon what they've exalted they'll diſcard, 
And ſet up Carus or the city bard. 
Alarm'd at this the hero courage took, 
And ſtorms of terror threaten'd in his look. 
My dread reſolves, he cry'd, I'll ſtraight purſite ; 
The fury ſatisfy'd, in ſmiles withdrew, 
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This Philip's ſon prov'd in revolving years ; 
And firſt for rattles, then for worlds ſhed tears, 

The fury fpoke, then in a moment fir'd 
The hero's breaſt with tempeſts, and retir'd. 

In boding dreams Mirmillo ſpent the night, 
And frightful phantoms danc'd before his ſight, 
Till the pale Pleiads clos'd their eyes of light. 
Atlength gay morn plows in the eaſtern ſkies, 
The larks in raptures thro' the acther riſe, 

The azure miſts ſcud o'et the dewy lawns, 
The chaunter at his early matins yawns, 

The am'ranth opes its leaves, the lys its bells, 
And Progne her complaint of Tereus tells. 

As bold Mirmillo the gray dawn deſcries, 
Arm'd cap-a-pe, where honour calls, he flies, 
And finds the legions planted at their poſt; 
Where mighty Querpo fill'd the eye the moſt. 

His arms were made, if we may credit fame, 

By 4 Mulciber, the mayor of Bromingham. 

Of temper'd ſtibium the bright ſhield was caſt, 

5 And yet the work the metal far ſurpaſs d. 

A foliage of the vulnerary leaves, 

Gray'd round the brim, the wond'ring fight deceives. 
Around the center fate's bright trophies lay, 

Probes, ſaws, inciſion knives, and tools to ſlay. 


4 sce the Alluſion, Hom. Iliad. B. 18. Virg. Aen. B. 8. 


5 See Ovid. Met. B. 2. 
12 


68 DISPENSARY 


Emboſt upon the field, a battle ſtood 
Of leeches ſpouting hemorrhoidal blood. 
The artiſt too expreſs d the folemn ſtate 
Of grave phyſicians at a conſult met; 
About each ſymptom how they diſagree, 
But how unanimous in caſe of fee. 
Whillt each aſſaſſin his learn'd collegue tires 
With learn d impertinence, the ſick expires. 
Beneath this blazing orb bright Querpo ſhone, 
Himſelf an Atlas, and his ſhield a moon. | 
A peſtle for his truncheon led the van, 
And his high helmet was a cloſe-ſtool pan. 
His creſt an 5 Ibis, brandiſhing her beak, 
And winding in looſe folds her ſpiral neck, 
This, when the young 7 Querpoides beheld, 
His face in nurſe's breaſt the boy conceal'd; 
Then peept, and with th' effulgent helm wou'd play, 
And as the monſter gap'd wou'd ſhrink away, 
Thus ſometimes joy prevail'd, and ſometimes fear 
And tears and ſmiles alternate paſſions were. 
As Querpo tow'ring ſtood in martial might, 
Paciſic Carus ſparkled on the right. 
An s Oran Outang o'er his ſhoulders hung, 
His plume confeſs'd the capon whence it ſprung. 


6 This bird. according to the antients, gives itſelf a elyſ- 
ter with its beak, 


7 Alludingto Aſtyanax. See Hom. II. 
8 The fkin of a diſſected baboon called ſo. 
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His motly mail ſcarce cou'd the hero bear, 
Haranguing thus the Dons of the war. 

Fam'd chiefs, 
For preſent triumphs born, deſign'd for more, 
Your virtue I admire, your value more. 
If battle be reſolv'd, you'll find this hand 
Can deal out deſtiny, and fate command. 
Our foes in throngs ſhall hide the crimſon plain, 
And their Apollo interpoſe in vain. | 
Tho? gods themſelves engage, a 9 Diomed 
With eaſe cou'd ſhow a Deity can bleed. 

But war's rough trade ſhou'd be by fools profeſt, 
The trueſt rubbiſh fills a trench the beſt. 

Let quinſies throttle, and the quartan ſhake, 
Or dropſies drown, and gout and colics rack; 
Let ſword and peſtilence lay waſte, while we 
Wage bloodleſs wars, and fight in theory. 
Who wants not merit needsnot arm for fame ; 
The dead I raiſe, my chivalry proclaim, 
Diſeaſes baffled, and loſt health reſtor'd, 

In fame's bright liſt my victories record. 

More lives from me theit preſervation own, 
Than lovers loſe if fair Cornelia frown. 

Your cures, ſhrill Querpo cry'd, aloud you tell, 
But wiſely your miſcarriages conceal. 
Zeno, a prieſt, in Samothrace of old, 
Thus reaſon'd with Philopidas the bold; 


9 See Hom. II. B. 2. 
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Immortal gods you own, but think em blind 
To what concerns the ſtate of human kind. 
Either they hear not, or regard not pray r, 
That argues want of pow'r, and this of care. 

Allow that wiſdom infinite muſt know; 

Pow'r infinite muſt act. I grant it fo. 

Haſte ſtraight to Neptune's fane, ſurvey with zeal 
The walls. What then ? reply'd the infidel. 
Obſerve thoſe num' rous throngs in effigy, 

The gods have fav'd from the devouring ſea. 

*Tis true, their pictures that eſcap'd you keep, 

But where are theirs that periſh'd in the deep? 

Vaunt now no more the triumph of your ſkill, 
But, tho' unfee'd, exert your arm, and kill. 

Our ſcouts have learn'd the poſture of the foe; 
In war, ſurpriſes ſureſt conduct ſhow. 

But fame, that neither good nor bad conceals, 
That Pembroke's worth, and Ormond's valour tells; 
How truth in Burnet, how in Cav'ndiſh reigns, 
Varro's magnificence with Maro's ſtrains ; 

But how at church and bar all gape and ſtretch 

If Winnington plead, or South or Only preach ; 
On nimble wings to Warwick-Lane repairs, 

And what the enemy intends, declares, 

Confuſion in each countenance appear'd, 

A council's call'd, and * Stentor firſt was hve 23 


1 Dr. Goodall. 


2 True to extremes, yet to dull forms a ſlave, 
He's always dully gay, or vainly grave. 


His lab'ring lungs the throng d praetorĩum rent, 

Addreſſing thus the paſſive preſident. 
3 Machaon, whoſe experience we adore, 

Great as your matchleſs merit, is your pow'r. 

At your approach, the baffled tyrant death 

Breaks his keen ſhafts, and grinds his claſhing teeth. 

To you we leave the conduct of the day; 

What you command, your vaſials muſt obey, 

If this dread enterpriſe you wou'd decline, 

We'll ſend to treat, and iſtifle the deſign. 

But if my arguments had force, we'd try 

To humble our audacious foes, or die 4. 

Our ſpite, they'll find, to their advantage leans; 

The end is good, no matter for the means. 


With indignation, and a daring air, 
He paus'd awhile, and thus addreſs'd the chair, 

3 Sr Thomas Millington. 

4 What Stentor offer'd was by moſt approv'd: 
But ſev*ral voices ſey'ral methods moy'd. 
At length th* advent'rous heroes all agres 
T' expect the foe, and act defenſively. 
Into the ſhop their bold battalions move, 
And what their chief commands, the reſt approve. 
Down from the walls they tear the ſhelves in haſte, 
Which on their flank for paliſades are plac'd ; 
And then, behind the compter rang'd they ſtand, 
Their front ſo well ſecur'd, t' obey command. 

And now the ſcouts the adverſe hoſt deſcry, 

Blue aprons in the air for colours fly : 
With unreſiſted force they urge their way, 
And find the foe embattled in array. 
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So modern caſviſts their talents try, 


© Uprightly for the ſake of truth to lye. 


He had not finiſh'd, till th* out-guards deſcry'd 
Bright columns move in formidable pride; 
The paſſing pomp ſo dazzled from afar, 
It ſeem'd a triumph, rather than a war. 
Tho? wide the front, tho groſs the phalanx grew, 
It look'd leſs dreadful, as it nearer drew. 

The adverſe hoſt for action ſtraight prepare; 
All eager to unveil the face of war. 


Their chiefs lace on their helms, and take the field, 


And to their truſty ſquire reſign the ſhield: 
To paint each knight, their ardor and alarms, 
Wou'd aſk the muſe that ſung the frogs in arms. 
And now the ſignal ſummons to the fray ; 
Mock falchions flaſh, and paltry enſigns play. 
Their patron god his ſilver bow-ſtrings twangs; 
Tough harneſs ruſtles, and bold armour clangs, 
The piercing cauſtics ply their ſpiteful pow'r; 
Emetics ranch, and keen cathartics ſcour. 
The deadly drugs in double doſes fly; 
And peſtles peal a martial ſymphony. 
Now from their levell'd ſyringes they pour 
The liquid volley of a miſſive ſhow'r, 
Not ſtorms of ſleet, which o'er the Baltic drive, 
Puſh'd on by northern guſts, ſuch horror give. 
Like ſpouts in ſouthern ſeas the deluge broke, 
And numbers ſunk beneath th' impetuous ſtroke. 
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So when Leviathans diſpute the reign 
And uncontroll'd dominion of the main; 

From the rent rocks whole coral groves are torn, 
And iſles of ſea - weed on the waves are borne: 
Such watry ſtores from their ſpread noſtrils fly, 
'Tis doubtful which is ſea, and which is (ky. 

And now the ſtagg'ring braves, led by deſpair, 
Advance, and to return the charge, prepare. 
Each ſeizes for his ſhield a ſpacious ſcale, 

And the braſs weights fly thick as ſhow'rs of hail. 
Whole heaps of warriors welter on the ground, 
With gally-pots, and broken phials crown'd; 
Whilſt empty jars the dire defeat reſound. 

Thus when ſome ſtorm its cryſtal quarry rends, 
And Jove in rattling ſhow'rs of ice deſcends ; 
Mount Athos ſhakes the foreſts on his brow, 
Whilſt down his wounded ſides freſh torrents flow, 
And leaves and limbs of trees o er- ſpread the vale 

below, 

But now, all order Joſt, promiſcuous blows 
Confus'dly fall; perplex'd the battle grows, 

From 5 Stentor's arm a maſſy opiat flies, 

And ſtraight a deadly ſleep clos'd Carus' eyes. 

At © Colon great Sertorius buckthorn flung, 

Who with fierce gripes, like thoſe of death, was Jung; 


5 Dr. Goodall againſt Dr, Tyſon, 


6 Dr, Birch, 
K 
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But with a dauntleſs and diſdainful mien 
Hurl'd back ſteel pills, and hit him on the ſpleen. 
7 Chiron attack'd Talthibius with ſuch might, 
One paſs had paunch'd the huge hydropic knight, 
Who ſtraight retreated to evade the wound, 
But in a flood of apozem was drown'd, 
This 8 Pſylas faw, and to the victor faid, 
Thou ſhalt notlong ſurvive th' unwieldy dead, 
Thy fate ſhall follow; to confirm it, ſwore 
By th' image of Priapus, which he bore: 
And rais'd an 9eagle-ſtone, invoking loud 
On Cynthia, leaning o'er a filver cloud, 

Great queen of night, and empreſs of the ſeas, 
If faithful to thy midnight myſteries, 
If ſtill! obſervant of my early vows, 
Theſe hands have eas'd the mourning matron's throws, 
Direct this rais'd avenging arm aright; e 
So may loud cymbals aid thy lab'ring light. 
He ſaid, and let the pond'rous fragment fly 
At Chiron, but learn'd Hermes put it by. 

Tho' the haranguing god ſurvey'd the war, 
That day the muſes ſons were not his care. 
Two friends, adepts, the Triſmegiſts by name, 
Alike their features, and alike their flame. 


7 Dr. Gill againſt Dr. Ridley. 
8 Dr, Chamberlain. 


9 See Plin, 
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As ſimpling near fair Tweed each ſung by turn, 
The liſt' ning river would neglect his urn. 
Thoſe lives they fail'd to reſcue by their ſkill, 
Their ' muſe could make immortal with her quill ; 
But learn'd enquiries after nature's ſtate 
Diſſolv'd the league, and kindled a debate. 
The one for lofty labours fruitful known, 
Fill'd magazines with volumes of his own. 
At his once-favour'd friend a tome he threw 
That from its birth had ſlept unſeen *till now; 
Stunn'd with the blow the batter'd bard retir'd, 
Sunk down, and in a ſimile expir'd. 

And now the cohorts ſhake, the legions ply, 
The yielding flanks confeſs the victory. 
Stentor undaunted ſtill, with noble rage 
Sprung thro? the battle, Querpo to engage. 
Fierce was the onſet, the diſpute was great, 
Both could not vyanquiſh, neither would retreat; 
Each combatant his adverſary mauls, 
With batter'd bed-pans, and ſtav'd urinals. 1 
On Stentor's creſt the uſeful cryſtal breaks, | 
And tears of amber gutter'd down his cheeks : 
But whilſt the champion, as late rumours tell, 
Deſign'd a ſure decifive ſtroke, he fell: 
And as the victor hov'ring o'er him ſtood, 
With arms extended, thus the ſuppliant fu'd. 
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When honour's loſt, tis a relief to die; 
Death's but a ſure retreat from infamy. 
But to the loſt, if pity might be ſhown, 
Reflect on young Querpoides thy ſort; 
Then pity mine, for ſuch an infant-grace 
Smiles in his eyes, and flatters in his face. 
If he was near, compaſſion he'd create, 
Or elſe lament his wretched parent's fate. 
Thine is the glory, and the field is thine; 
To thee the lov'd 2 Diſpens' ry I reſign. 
At this the victors own ſuch ecſtaſtes, 
As Memphian prieſts if their Oſiris ſneeze: 
Or champions with Olympic clangor fir'd; 
Or ſimp'ring prudes with ſprightly Nantz inſpir d; 
Or ſultans rais'd from dungeons to a crown; 
Or faſting zealots when the ſermon's done. 
Awhile the chief the deadly ſtroke declin'd, 
And found compaſſion pleading in his mind. 
But whilſt he view'd with pity the diſtreſs'd, 
He ſpy'd 3 Signetur writ upon his breaſt. 
Then tow'rds the ſkies he toſs d his threatning head, 
And fir d with more than mortal fury, ſaid, 
Sooner than I'll from vow'd revenge deſiſt, 
His Holineſs ſhall turn a Quietift, 


2 Sce the Alluſton, Virg. Aen. 


3 Thoſe members of the college that obſerve a late ſta- 
tute, are called by the apothecaries Signetur men, 
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Janſenius and the Jeſuits agree, 
The inquiſition wink at hereſy 4, 

Warm convocations own the church ſecure, 
And more conſult her doctrine than her pow'r. 
With that he drew a lancet in his rage, 

To punQure the (till ſupplicating ſage. 
But while his thoughts that fatal ſtroke decree, 10 
Apollo interpos'd in form of fee, = I! 
The chief great Paean's golden treſſes knew, 1 
He own'd the god, and his rais'd arm withdrew. [ 
Thus often at the Temple-ſtairs we've ſeen 
Two Tritons of a rough athletic mien, H 
Sourly diſpute fome quarrel of the flood, 
With knuckles bruis'd, and face beſmear d in blood; | 
But at the firſt appearance of a fare, 
Both quit the fray, and to their oars repair. 
The hero ſo his enterpriſe recalls, 
His fiſt unclinches, and the weapon falls, 


4 Faith ſtand unmov'd thro? Stillingfleet's defence, 
And Locke for myſtery abaudon ſenſe, | 
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HILE the ſhrill clangor of the battle rings, 
Auſpicious Health appear'd on Zephyr's wings; 
She ſeem'd a Cherub moſt divinely bright, 
More ſoft than air, more gay than morning light. 
A charm ſhe takes from eachexcelling fair, 
And borrows Carliſle's ſhape, and Grafton's air. 
Her eyes like Ranelagh's their beams diſpenſe, 
With Churchil's bloom, and Berkley's innocence; 
On Iris thus the differing 5 beams beſtow 
The dye, that paints the wonders of her bow; 
From the fair nymph a vocal muſic falls, 
As to Machaon thus the goddeſs calls. 
Enough th' achievement of your arms you've 
ſhown, 
You ſeek a triumph you ſhou'd bluſh to own, 
Haſte to th Elyſian-fields, thoſe bleſs'd abodes, 
Where Harvey fits among the demi-gods. 
Conſult that ſacred ſage, he'll ſoon diſcloſe 
The method that muſt mollify theſe woes. 
Let 5 Celſus for that enterpriſe prepare, 
His conduct to the ſhades ſhall be my care. 
Aghaſt the heroes ſtood diſſolv'd in fear, 
A form fo heay'nly bright they cou'd not bear; 


5 See Newt. of Col. 
6 Dr. Bateman. 
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Celſus alone unmoy'd, the ſight beheld, 
The reſt in pale confuſion left the field. 

So when the pygmies, marſhall'd on the plains, 
Wage puny war againſt the invading cranes; 
The poppets to their bodkin ſpears repair, 

And ſcatter'd feathers flutter in the air; 

But when the bold imperial bird of Jove 
Stoops on his ſounding pinions from above, 
Among the brakes the fairy nation crowds, 
And the Strimonian ſquadron ſeeks the clouds, 

And now the delegate prepares to go 
And view the wonders of the realms below; 

Then takes Amomum for the golden bough. 
Thrice did the goddeſs with her ſacred wand 

The pavement ſtrike; and ſtraight at her command 
The willing ſurſace opens, and deſcries 

A deep deſcent that Jeads to nether ſkies. 

7 Hygeia to the ſilent region tends ; 

And with his heav'nly guide the charge deſcends. 
Thus Numa, when to hallow'd caves retir'd, 
Was by 3 Aegeria guarded and inſpir'd. 

Within the chambers of the globe they ſpy 

The beds where ſleeping vegetables lie, 

'Till the glad ſummons of a genial ray 

Unbinds the glebe, and calls them out to day. 


7 Health, celebrated by the ancients as a goddeſs, 
2 Sce Ov. Met. 
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Hence Pancies trick themſelves in various hew, 
And hence Jonquils derive their fragant dew ; 
Hence the Carnation and the baſhful Roſe 
Their virgin bluſhes to the morn diſcloſe; 
Hence the chaſte Lilly riſes to the light, 
Unveils her ſnowy breaſts, and charms the ſight ; 
Hence arbours are with twining greens array'd, 
T' oblige complaining lovers with their ſhade; 
And hence on Daphne's laurel'd forehead grow 
Immortal wreaths for Phaebus and Naſſau. 
The inſects here their lingring trance ſurvive: 
Benumb'd they ſeem, and doubtful if alive. 
From winter's fury hither they repair, 
And ſtay for milder ſkies and ſofter air, 
Down to theſe cells obſcener reptiles creep, 
Where hateful Nutes and painted Lizards ſleep, 
Where ſhiv'ring ſnakes the ſummer ſolſtice wait ; 
Unfurl their painted folds, and ſlide in ſtate. 
Here their new form the numb'd 9 Erucae hide, 
Their num'rous feet in ſlender bandage ty d: 
Soon as the kindling year begins to riſe, 
This upſtart race their native clod deſpiſe, 
And proud of painted wings attempt the ſkies, 
Now thoſe profounder regions they explore, 
Where metals ripen in vaſt cakes of ore. 
Here, ſullen to the ſight, at large is ſpread + 
The dull unwieldy maſs of lumpiſh lead, 


9 Sec Godort of caterpillars and butterflies. | 
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There, glimm'ring in their dawning beds, are ſeen 
The light aſpiring ſeeds of ſprightly tin. 

The ! copper ſparkles next in ruddy ſtreaks; 
And in the gloom betrays its glowipg cheeks, 
The ſilver then with bright and burniſh'd grace, 
Youth and a blooming luſtre in its face, | 
To th' arms of thoſe more yielding metals flies, 
And in the folds of their embraces lies. 

So cloſe they cling, ſo ſtubbornly retire; 

Their love's more violent than the chymiſt's fire. 

Near theſe the delegate with wonder ſpies 

Where floods of living filver ſerpentiſe: 

Where richeſt metals their bright looks put on, 
And golden ſtreams through amber channels run, 
Where light's gay god deſcends to ripen gems, 
And lend a luſtre brighter than his beams. 

Here he obſerves the ſubterranean cells, 

Where wanton nature ſports in idle ſhells. 

Some helicoeids, ſome conical appear: 

Theſe, miters emulate, thoſe turbans are. 
Here marcaſites in various figure wait, 
To ripen to a true metallic ſtate: 

Till drops that from impending rocks deſcend 
Their ſubſtance petrify, and progreſs end. 
Nigh, livid ſeas of kindled fulphur flow, 

And, whillt enrag'd, their fiery ſurges glow, 


See Yald, on mines. 
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Convulſions in the lab'ring mountains riſe, 
And hurl their melted vitals to the ſkies. 

He views with horror next the noiſy cave, 
Where with hoarſe dins impriſon'd tempeſts rave; 
Where clam'rous hurricanes attempt their flight, 
Or, whirling in tumultuous eddies, fight. 

The warring winds unmov'd Hygeia heard, 
Brav'd their loud jars, but much for Celſus fear'd. 
Andromeda, ſo whilſt her hero fought, 
Shook for his danger, but her own forgot. 

And now the goddeſs with her charge deſcends, 


Where ſcarce one chearful glimpſe their ſteps befriends, 


Here his forſaken ſeat old Chaos keeps ; 

And undilturb'd by form, in ſilence ſleeps. 

A griſly wight, and hideous to the eye, 

An aukward lump of ſhapeleſs anarchy. 

With ſordid age his features are defac'd 

His lands unpeopled, and his countries waſte, 

To theſe dark realms much learned lumber creeps, 

There copious Morton fafe in ſilence ſleeps, 

Where muſhroom libels in oblivion lie, 

And, ſoon as born, like other monſters die. 

Upon a couch of jet in theſe abodes, 

Dull Night, his melancholy conſort, nods. 

No ways and means their cabinet employ; 

But their dark hours they waſte in barren joy. 
Nigh this receſs, with terror they ſurvey 

here Death maintains his dread tyrannic ſway ; 
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In the cloſe covert of a cypreſs grove, 

Where goblins friſk, and airy ſpectres rove, 
Yawns a dark cave, with awful horror wide, 
And there the monarch's triumphs are deſery'd. 
Confus'd, and wildly huddled to the eye, | 
The beggar's pouch, and prince's purple lie. 

Dim lamps with ſickly rays ſcarce ſeem to glow; 
Sighs heave in mournful moans, and tears o'erflow, 
Reſtleſs Anxiety, forlorn Deſpair, 

And all the faded family of Care. 

Old mouldring urns, racks, daggers and diſtreſs 
Make up the frightſul horror of the place, 

Within its dreadful jaws thoſe furies wait, 

Which execute the harſh decrees of fate. 

2 Febris is firſt : the hag relentleſs hears 

The virgin's ſighs, and ſees the infant's tears. 
In her parch'd eye-balls fiery meteors reign ; 
And reſtleſs ferments revel in each vein. 

Then 3 Hydrops next appears amongſt the throng ; 
Bloated, and big, ſhe ſlowly fails along. 

But like a miſer, in exceſs ſhe's poor, 
And pines for thirſt amid(t her watry ſtore. 

Now loathſome 4 Lepra, that offenſive ſpright, | 
With foul eruptions ſtain'd, offends the fight; | 
Still deaf to beauty's ſoſt perſuading pow'r; | 
Nor can bright Hebe's charms her bloom ſecure, 
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Whilſt meagre 5 Pthiſis gives a ſilent blow, 
Her ſtrokes are ſure, but her advances ſlow, 
No loud alarms, nor fierce aſſaults are ſhown ; 
She ſtarves the fortreſs firſt, then takes the town. 
Behind ſtood crowds of much inferior name, 
Too num'rous to repeat, too foul to name, 
The vaſſals of their monarch's tyranny, 
Who, at his nod, on fatal errands fly. 
Now Celſus, with his glorious guide, invades 
The ſilent region of the fleeting ſhades ; 
Where rocks and rueful deſarts are deſcry'd, 
And ſullen Styx rolls down his lazy tide; 
Then ſhews the ferry-man the plant he bore, 
And claims his paſſage to the further ſhore, 
To whom the Stygian pilot ſmiling, ſaid, 
You need no paſſport to demand our aid. 
Phyſicians never linger on this ſtrand : 
Old Charon's prefent ſtill at their command. 
Our awful monarch and his conſort owe 
To them the peopling of their realms below. 
Then in his ſwarthy hand he graſp'd the oar, 
Receiv'd his gueſts aboard, and ſhov'd from ſhore. 
Now, as the goddeſs and her charge prepare 
To breathe the ſweets of ſoft Elyſian air, 
Upon the left they ſpy a penſive $5 ſhade, 
Who on his bended arm had rais'd his head; 


5 Conſumption. 
6 Sce the Alluſion, Virg. Aen. 6. 
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Pale grief ſat heavy on his mournful look; 
To whom, not unconcern'd, thus Celſus ſpoke: 

Tell me, thou much afflicted ſhade, why fighs 
Burſt from your breaſt, and torrents from your eyes: 
And who thoſe mangled Manes are, which ſhow 
A ſullen ſatisfaction at your woe? 

Since, ſaid the ghoſt, with pity you'll attend. 
Know, I'm 7 Guaicum, once your firmelt friend, 
And on this barren beach in diſcontent 
Am doom'd to ſtay, 'till th' angry pow'rs relent, 
Thoſe ſpectres, ſeam'd with ſcars that threaten there, 
The victims of my late ill conduct are, 
They vex with endleſs clamours my repoſe : 
This wants his palate; that demands his noſe ; 
And here they execute ſtern Pluto's will, 
And ply me ev'ry moment with a pill. 

Then Celſus thus; O much-lamented ſtate! 
How rigid is the ſentence you relate ? 
Methinks I recolle& your former air, 
But ah, how much you're chang'd from what you were! 
Inſipid as your late ptiſans you lie, 
That once were ſprightlier far than mercury. 
At the ſad tale you tell, the poppies weep, 
And mourn their vegetable ſouls aſleep ; 
The unctuous larix, and the healing pine 
Lament your fate in tears of turpentine ; 


N 
1 
| 
? 
1 
N 
5 


7 Dr. Morton. 


26 DISPEN SAR 
But ſtill the offspring of your brain ſhall prove 
The procer's care, and brave the rage of Jove. 
When bonefires blaze, your vagrant works ſhall riſe 
In rockets, *till they reach the wond'ring ſkies. 

if mortals e'er the Stygian pow'rs could bend, 
Intreaties to their awful ſeats 1'd ſend, 
But ſince no human arts the fates diſſuade; 
Direct me how to find bleſs'd Harvey's ſhade, 
In vain th' unhappy ghoſt till urg'd his ſtay; 
Then riſing from the ground, he ſhew'd the way. 
Nigh the dull ſhore a ſhapeleſs mountain ſtood, 
That with a dreadful frown ſurvey'd the flood, 
Its fearful brow no lively greens put on, 
No friſking goats bound o'er the ridgy ſtone. 
To gain the ſummit the bright goddeſs try'd, 
And Celſus follow'd, by degrees, his guide. 

Th' aſcent thus conquer'd, now they tow'r on high, 
And taſte th' indulgence of a milder ſky. 
Looſe breezes on their airy pinions play, 
Soft infant bloſſoms their chaſte odours pay, 
And roſes bluſh their fragrant lives away. 
Cool ſtreams thro' flow'ry meadows gently glide; 
And as they pals, their painted banks they chide, 
Theſe bliſsful plains no blights, nor mildews fear, 
The flow'rs ne'er fade, and ſhrubs are myrtles here. 
The morn awakes the tulip from her bed ; 
Ere noon in painted pride ſhe decks her head : 
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Rob'd in rich dye ſhe triumphs on the green, 
And ev'ry flow'r does homage to their queen. 
So when bright Venus riſes from the flood, 
Around in throngs the wond'ring Nereids crowd; 
The Tritons gaze, and tune each vocal ſhell, 
Andev'ry grace unſung, the waves conceal. 

The Delegate obſerves, with wond'ring eyes, 
Ambrofial dews deſcend, and incenſe riſe : 
Then haſtens onward to the penſive grove, 
The ſilent 5 manſion of diſaſtrous love. 
Here Jealouſy with jaundice looks appears, 
And broken ſlumbers, and fantaſtic fears. 
The widow'd turtle hangs her moulting wings, 
And to the woods in mournful murmurs ſings. 
No winds but ſighs there are, no floods but tears; 
Each conſcious tree a tragic ſignal bears. 
Their wounded bark records ſome broken vow, 
And willow garlands hang on ev'ry bough. 

Olivia here in ſolitude he found, 
Her down-caſt eyes fix'd on the ſilent ground: 
Her dreſs neglected, and unbound her hair, 
She ſeem'd the dying image of deſpair. 
How lately did this celebrated Thing 
Blaze in the box, and fparkle in the ring! 
Till the green-fickneſs and love's force betray'd 
To death's remorſeleſs arms th' unhappy maid. 


8 SceVirg. Aen. 6. 
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All o'er confus'd the guilty lover ſtood, 
The light forſook his eyes, his cheeks the blood; 
An icy horror ſhiver'd in his look, 
As to the cold-complexion'd nymph he ſpoke: 
Tell me, dear ſhade, from whence ſuch anxious care, 
Your looks diforder'd, and your boſom bare ? 
Why thus you languiſh like a drooping flow'r, 
Cruſh'd by the weight of ſome relentleſs ſhow'r ? 
Your languid looks, your late ill conduct tell; 
Oh that inſtead of traſh you'd taken ſteel ! 
Stabb'd with th' unkind reproach, the conſcious 
maid | 
Thus to her late inſulting lover ſaid; 
When ladies liſten not to looſe deſire, 
You ſtile our modeſty, our want of fire: 
Smile or forbid, encourage or reprove, 
You till find reaſons to believe we love: 
Vainly yon think a liking we betray, 
And never mean the peeviſh things we ſay. 
Few are the fair ones of Rufilla's make, 
Unaſk'd ſhe grants, uninjur'd ſhe'll forſake : 
But ſev'ral Caelia's, ſev'ral ages boaſt, 
That like, where reaſon recommends the moſt. 
Where heav'nly truth and tenderneſs conſpire, 
Chaſte paſſion may perſuade us to deſire, 
Your ſex, he cry'd, as cuſtom bids, behaves ; 
In forms the tyrant ties ſuch haughty ſlaves. 
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To do nice conduct right, you nature wrong; | 
Impulſes are but weak, where reaſon's ſtrong. 
Some want the courage, but how few the flame; 
They like the thing, that ſtartle at the name. 

The lonely Phoenix, tho” profeſs'd a nun, 

Warms into love, and kindles at the ſun. 

Thoſe tales of ſpicy urns and fragrant fires, 

Are but the emblems of her ſcorch'd deſires. 

Then as he {trove to claſp the fleeting fair, 
His empty arms confeſs'd th' impaſſive air. 

From his embrace th' unbody'd ſpectre flies, 
And as ſhe mov'd, ſhe chid him with her eyes. 

They haſten now to that delightful plain, 
Where the glad Manes of the bleſs'd remain : 
Where Harvey gathers ſimples, to beſtow 
Immortal youth on heroes ſhades below. 

Soon as the bright Hygeia was in view, 
The venerable ſage her preſence knew; 
Thus he... 

Hail, blooming goddeſs ! thou propitious pow'r, 
Whoſe bleſſings mortals more than life implore ! 
With ſo much luſtre your bright looks endear, 
That cottages are courts where thoſe appear. 
Mankind, as you vouchſafe to ſmile or frown, 
Finds eaſe in chains, or anguiſh in a crown. 

With juſt reſentments and contempt you ſee 
The foul diſſenſions of the faculty; 
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How your fad ſick'ning art now hangs mad 
And once a ag is become a trade. 


Her ſons ne'er rifle her myſterious ſtore, 

But ſtudy nature leſs, and lucre more. 

Not ſo when Rome to th' Epidaurian rais'd 

A 9 temple, where devoted incenſe blaz'd. 

Oft father Tiber views the lofty fire, 

As the learn'd ſon is worſhipp'd like the fire ; 

The ſage with Romulus like honours claim; 

The gift of life and laws were then the ſame. 
I ſhow'd of old, how vital currents glide, 

And the meanders of their refluent tide. 

Then, Willis, why ſpontaneous actions here, 

And whence involuntary motions there : 

And how tie ſpirits by mechanic laws, 

In wild careers tumultuous riots cauſe. 

Nor wou'd our Wharton, Bates, and Gliſſon lie 

In the abyſs of blind obſcurity. 

But now ſuch wond'rous ſearches are foreborn, 

And Paean's art is by diviſions torn. 

Then let your Charge attend, and 1'll explain 

How her loſt health your ſcience may regain. 
Haſte, and the matchleſs ' Atticus addreſs, 

From heay'n and great Naſſau he has tie mace. 


9 A temple built at Rome, in the iſland of Tiber, to Act- 


culapius, ſon of Apollo. 
3 Lord Somers, 
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Th' oppreſs d to his aſylum ſtill repair; 

Arts he ſapports, and learning is his care, 

He ſoftens the harſh rigour of the laws, 

Blunts their keen edge, and grinds their harpy claws ; 

And graciouſly he caſts a pitying eye 

On the ſad ſtate of virtuous poverty. 

Whene'er he ſpeaks, heaven! how the liſt'ning throng 

Dwells on the melting muſic of his tongue. 

His arguments are emblems of his mien, 

Mild, but not faint, and forcing, tho' ſerene; 

And when the pow'r of eloquence he'd try, 

Here, light'ning ſtrikes you; there, ſoft breezes ſigh. 
To him you muſt your ſickly ſtate refer, 

Your charter claims him as your viſiter. 

Your wounds he'll cloſe, and ſov'reignly reſtore 

Your ſcience to the height it had before. | 
Then Naſſau's health ſhall be your glorious aim; 

His life ſhould be as laſting as his fame. 

Some princes claims from devaſtations ſpring ; 

He condeſcends in pity to be king : 

And when, amidſt his olives plac'd, he ſtands, 

And governs more by candor than commands : 

Ev'n then not leſs a hero he appears, 

Than when his laurel diadem he wears. 
Wou'd Phoebus, or his Granville, but inſpire 

Their ſacred veh'mence of poetic fire 

'To celebrate in ſong that god-like pow'r, 

Which did the Jab'ring univerſe reſtore : 
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Fair Albion's cliffs wou'd echo to the ſtrain, 
And praiſe the arm that conquer'd, to regain 
The earth's repoſe, and empire o'er the main. 
Still may th' immortal man his cares repeat, 
To make his bleſſings endleſs as they're great: 
Whilſt malice and ingratitude confeſs 
They've ſtrove for ruin long without ſucceſs. 
When late, Jove's 2 eagle from the pile ſhall riſe 
To bear the victor to the boundleſs ſkies, 
Awhile the god puts off paternal care, 
Neglects the earth, to give the heav'ns a ſtar. 
Near thee, 3 Alcides, ſhall the hero ſhine; 
His rays reſembling, as his labours, thine. 
Had ſome fam'd patriot, of the Latin blood, 
Like Julius great, and like Octavius good, 
But thus preſerv d the Latin liberties, 
Aſpiring columns ſoon had reach'd the ſkies : 
Loud Io's the proud Capitol had ſhook, 
And all the ſtatues of the gods had ſpoke. 
No more the ſage his raptures cou'd purſue : 
He paus'd; and Celſus with his guide withdrew. 


2 Read the ceremony of the Apotheoſis. 
3 Hercules, a conſtellation near Ariadne's crown. 


THE END 
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Fair Albion's cliffs wou'd echo to the ſtrain, 
And praiſe the arm that conquer'd, to regain 
The earth's repoſe, and empire o'er the main. 
Still may th' immortal man his cares repeat, 
To make his bleſſings endleſs as they're great: 
Whilſt malice and ingratitude confeſs 
They've {trove for ruin long without ſucceſs. 
When late, Jove's 2 eagle from the pile ſhall riſe 
To bear the victor to the boundleſs ſkies, 
Awhile the god puts off paternal care, 
Neglects the earth, to give the heay'ns a ſtar. 
Near thee, 3 Alcides, ſhall the hero ſhine; 
His rays reſembling, as his labours, thine. 
Had ſome fam'd patriot, of the Latin blood, 
Like Julius great, and like Octavius good, 
But thus preſerv d the Latin liberties, 
Aſpiring columns ſoon had reach'd the ſkies : 
Loud lo's the proud Capitol had ſhook, 
And all the ſtatues of the gods had ſpoke. 
No more the ſage his raptures cou'd purſue : 
He paus'd; and Celſus with his guide withdrew. 


2 Read the ceremony of the Apotheoſis. 
3 Hercules, a conſtellation near Ariadne's crown. 


THE END 


